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1 0 : 
Mr. CONGRE V E, 
Occafioned by his 


e O M E U Y 


CALLED 


The WA T of the WORLD. 


— 


HEN pleaſure's falling to the low delight, 
In the yain joys of the uncertain fight, 
No ſenſe of wit when rude ſpectators know, 
But in diſtorted geſture, farce and ſhow ; 

How could, great author, your aſpiring mind 
Dare to write only to the few. refin'd ! 

Yet tho” that nice ambition you purſue, 

*Tis not in Congreve's power to pleaſe but few. 
Implicitly devoted to his fame, | 
Well-dreſs'd barbarians know his awful name ; 
Tho' ſenſeleſs they're of mirth, but when they laugh, 
As they feel wine, but when, *till drunk, they quaff, 
On you, from fate, a laviſh portion fell 

In ev'ry way of wiiting to excell. 

Your Muſe applauſe to Arabella brings, 

In notes as ſweet as Arabella ſings. 

Whene'er you draw an undiſſembled woe, 

With ſweet diſtreſs your rural numbers flow, 
Paſtora's the complaint of ev'ry ſwain, 

Paſtora ſtill the eccho of the 1 

Or if your Muſe deſcribe, with warming force, 

The wounded Frenchman falling from his horſe; 
And her own William glorious in the ſtrzfe, ; 
Beſtowing on the proſtrate fog his life: F | 
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To Mr. CON GRE VE. 


You the great act as gen'rouſly rehearſe, 

And all the Engliſh fury's in your verſe, 
By your ſelected ſcenes, and handſome choice, 
Ennobled comedy exalts her voice : 

You check unjuſt eſteem and fond deſire, 

And teach to ſcorn, what elſe we ſhould admire ; 
The juſt impreſſion taught by you we bear, | 
The 1 acts the world, the world the player, 
Whom {till that world unjuſtly diſeſteems, 

Tho? he, alone, profeſſes what he ſeems ; 

But when your Mute aſſumes her tragic part, 

She conquers and ſhe reigns in ev'ry heart; 

To mourn with her men cheat their private woe, 
And gen rous pity's all the grief they know; 

The widow, who impatient of delay, 

From the town-joys muſt maſk it to the play, 

Joins with your Mourning-Bride's refiſtleſs moan, 
And weeps a loſs ſhe ſlighted, when her own; _ 
You give us torment, and you give us caſe, 
And vary our afflictions as you pleaſe ; 

Is not a heart fo kind as yours in pain, 

To load yout᷑ friends with cares you only feign ; / / 
Your friends in grief, compos'd yourſelf, to leave? 
But *tis the only way you'll e' er deceive. | 
Then fill, t Sir, your moying pow'r employ, 
To lull bur forzo | | 


w, ands ea our joy. 


R. STEELE. 
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EARL of MONTAGUE, &c. 


M Lozp, 


| WW HET HER the world will arraign me of vanity, 
or not, that I have preſumed to dedicate this 
Comedy to your lordſhip, I am yet in doubt; though 
it may be it is ſome degree of _ even to doubt of 
It. One who has at any time had the honour of your 
lordſhip's converſation, cannot be ſuppoſed to think 
very meafily of that which he would prefer to your 
peruſal : yet it were to incur the imputation of too 
much ſufficiency, to pretend to ſuch a merit as might 
abide the teſt of your lordſhip's cenſure. . 
Whatever value may be wanting to this play while 
et it is mine, will be ſufficiently made up to it, when 
it is once become your lordſhip's; and it is my ſe- 
curity, that I cannot have over- rated it more by my 
dedicatioth, than your lordſhip will dignify it by your 
patronage. , _, = 
That it ſucceeded on the ſtage, was almoſt beyond 
my expectation; for but little of it was prepared for 
that general taſte which ſeems now to be predominant 
in the palates of our audience. er | 
Thoſe characters which are meant to be ridiculed in 
moſt of our comedies, are of fools fo groſs, that in my. 
humble opinion, they ſhould rather diſturb than di- 


vert the well-natured and reflecting part of an aus, 
2 | Ws dience; 
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The DEDICATION. 
dience; they are rather objects of charity than con- 


- - cept; and inſtead of moving our mitth, they ought 


very often to excite our compaffion. 
his reflection moved me to deſign ſome characters, 
which ſhoyl ee richie nous at 19, through a 
4 $6 


natural folfy (Which is incofrigible, and therefore not 


proper for the ſtage) as through an affected wit; a 


wit, which at the ſame time that it is affected, is alſo 
falſe. As there is ſome difficulty in the formation of 
à character bf this nature, ſo there is ſome hazard 
which attends the progreſs of its ſucceſs upon the 
ſtage : for many come to a play, ſo over-charged with 
criticiſtn, that they very often let fly their cenſure, 
when 2 ir raſhneſs they: haye miſtaken their 
aim. This I had octafioh lately to obſtrve : for this 
play had been acted two or three days, before ſome of 


theſe haſty judges could find the leiſure to diſtinguiſh 
detwixt the character of a Witwoud and a Truewit 


I muft beg your lordſhip's pardon for this digreſſion 
from the true courſe of this, epiſtle ; hut that it may 
not ſeem alt6gether impertinent, f beg, that I ma 

lead the occaſion of it, in part of that exeuſe of which 
I ſtand in need, for recommending this comedy to 


| 2 . It is only by the countenance of 
your 


aſhip, and the Few ſo qualified, that ſuch who 
write wich cate and paius can hope to be diſtinguiſhed: 


for the proſtituted name of Poet promiſcuouſſy levels 


all that bear it. | | | 

Terence, the moſt currett writer in the world, had 
a Scipio and x Lelius, if not to aſfiſt him, at leaſt to 
ſupport im in his reputation: and notwithſtanding 
his extraordinary merit, it may be, their counte nancs 
was not more than neceffary. | +2 Is 
The purity of his ftile, the delicacy of his turns, 
and the juſtneſs of his characters, were all of them 
beauties, which the greater part of his audience were 


ineupable of taſting: ſome of the coarſeſt ſtrokes of 


Plautusy ſo ſeverely cenſured by Horace, were more 


Hkely to affect the multitude; ſuch, who come with 


expectation to laugh at the laſt act of a play, and are 
better entertained with two or three unſeaſonable jeſts, 
Wan with the artful ſolution of the fable. 

As Terence excelled in his performances, ſo had he 
great advantages to encourage his undertakings; for 


„ e 


Ne D E-R LG AT LO Ne 


he built moſt . Gage, on oF Menander: his 
lots we rally mode nd his characters ready 
Aa M3 9 He copied * and Me, 
nander had no leſs, light in the formation of his cha- 
raQers, from the 9 e Thegphraſtus, of 
| Thom bs Was a 188 ; and Theophraſtu it is knomn 
was not only the diſciple, but the immediate ſugeeſſor 
of Ariftotle, the brft and greateſt} judge of poetry. 


Theſe were great models to deſigu by: ; 399 th urth 
advantage hien gs po ited, towards Sing 
his plays the due ornaments of purity of ſtile, and 
juſtneſs of manners, was not, dels Bal derable, from 


the freedom of converſation, which was permitted him 
with Lelius and, Scipio, two of the greateſt and moſt 
polite men of His age. And indeed, the privilege of 
ſuch a converſation, 1s — only certain means of at- 
tainihg. to the perfection Aera legug. 

IF 15 — 20 5 part of this comedy, that 
T have gained a turn of ſtile, or expreſſion more cor- 
rect, or at leaſt more corrigible than in thoſe which I 
have formerly eee muſt, with equal pride and 
gratitude, aſcribe it to the honour of your lordſhip's 
admitting me into your converſation, and that of a 
ſociety where every body elſe was ſo well worthy of 
you, in your retirement laſt ſummer from the town: 
for it was immediately after, that this comedy was 
written. If I have failed in my performance, it is 
only to be regretted, where there were ſo many, not 
inferior either to a Scipio or a Lelius, that there ſhould 
be one wanting, equal in capacity to a Terence. 

If I am not miſtaken, poetry is almoſt the only art 
which has not yet laid claim to your lordſhip's patron- 
age. Architecture, and painting, to the great honour of 
our country, have flouriſhed under your influence and 

rotection. In the mean time, Poetry, the eldeſt 
Fiſter of all arts, and parent of moſt, ſeems to have 
reſigned her birth-right, by having neglected to pay 
her duty to your lordſhip ; and by permitting others 
of a later extraction, to prepoſſeſs that place in your 
eſteem, to which none can protend a better title, 

oetry, in its nature, is ſacred to the and great; 
the relation between them is reciprocal, and they are 
ever propitious to it. It is the privilege of poetry to 
addreſs to them, and it is their prerogative alone to 
give it protection, 2 | | 


The DEDICATION. 
This received maxim is a general apology for all 
writers who conſecrate their urs to great men: 
but 1 could wiſh, at this time, that this addreſs were 
exempted from "the common pretence of all dedica- 

tions? ; and that as I can diſtinguiſh your lordſhip even 
among the moſt deſerving, Pt this offering might be- 

come femarkable by ſome particular inftance of reſpect, 
which ſhould — your fo ordſhip, that I am, with all 

due xg * your er dem! worthineſs and humanity, 


C4} 


| MyLoxp, 


vier Lordſhip $ moſ obedient, 


"x 
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Aud won oblige humble TY 
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„ 
Spoken by Mr. BET TERT ON. 


OF, thoſe few fools, who with ill ſtars are curſt, 
Sure ſcribbling fools, call'd poets, fare. the worſt z 
Far:they're a ſort of foots which fortune makes, -— - 
And after ſhe has made em fools, forſakes. 
With Nature's oafs tis quite a diff rent caſe, - 
For Fortune favours all her idiot-race: by 
In her own neſt the cuckow eggs we find,” 
O'er which ſhe broods to hatch the changling-kind. 
No portion for her own ſhe has to ſpa rec, 
$0 much ſhe doats on her adopted care. 
Poets are bubbles, by the town drawn in, 
Suffer'd at firſt ſome trifling ſtakes td win: | 
But what unequal 21 they run! 
Each time they write they venthre all they've won I 
The ſquire that's butter'd ſtill, is ſure to be undone, 
'This Author, heretofore,” has found your favour, . 
But pleads no merit from his paſt behaviour. 
To build on that might prove a vain preſumption, 
Shou'd grants to poets made; admit reſumption: 
And in Parraſſus he muſt lo his ſeat, 92 
If that be found a forfeited ęſtate. | 3 
He owns, with toil he Wrought the following ſcenes, 
But tf: they're naught; ne%er Tpare him for his pains : 
Dama him the more : * no commiſeration 
For dullneſs on mature de liberation. | 
He: ſwears he'Il not reſent one hiſs'd-off ſcene, 
Nor, like thoſe peeviſh wits, his play maintain, 
Who, to aſſert their ſenſe, your taſte arraigg. 
Some plot we think he has, and ſome — a 
Some humour too, no farce; but that's a fault. 
Satire, he thinks, you' bught not to expect; 1 
or ſo reform'd # town, who dares corre) 
To 1 this time, has been his ſole pretence, 
He'll not inſtruct, leſt it ſou'd give offence, 
Shou'd he by chance a knaye or fool expoſe, 
That hurts none here, fure here are none of thoſe.. 
In ſhort, our play ſhall (with your leave to ſhew it) 
Give you one inſtance of a paſſive poets. = 
Who to your judgments yields all reſignation; 
So ſave or damn, after your own diſcretion. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N 
FaAinALL, in love with Mrs. "Fir, B 


1 Nl N 1 10 
IRABELL, in love wi IS. 
MiLlLAMANT, Mr. Verbruggea. 
WIrwoop, { followers of Mrs. Mr. Bowen. 
PeTuLANT,) MILLAMANT, Mr. Bowman. 
Sir WiLFutL Wirwovp, half 
brother to WrTwouD, and ne- Mr. Underhill, 
phew to Lady WisHrorT, 
Warrwz , Zrvantto A abzus, Mr. Brigbt. 


„ 


50 W OM E N. TE 
- Lady Wisnrokr, re to M 
ä R ABELL, for having f ont Mrs. 1455. 
x M. Mi love to her, 25 
rs. MILLAMANT,. a fine lad 
niece to Lady Wiuroxr, = [II Bracegirdle. 
2 n 1 | 1 
ARWOOD, frie * 
| FAINALL,. and likes. Nana} Me Barry. 
BELL, 
Mrs. FAinALL, daughter to Lady * 
W1sKFORT, and wife to F ain- 


ALL, formerly friend to Mi- Aire. Nu 
8 r 3 

11x, Woman to y W1sH- r 
Fon. 2 | Mrs. wine. 

INCING, woman to Mrs. MILL 

pd: r, ue, Prince. 


Deen, Footmen, and Ancaduits, 
gr LONDON. 
hat of the Preſentation. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 


A b Roof. 


Mrilezus and FAiNALL (Rifing from Cards) 
BETTY waiting. 


M3R ABELL, 


K7 OU are a fortunate man, Mr. Fainall. 
3 Have we done? 


R. What you pleaſe, I'll play on to entertain 


"Fain, No, I'Il give you 2 revenge another 
time, when you are not ſo indifferent; you are think- 
ing of ſomething elſe now, and pla too negligently; 
the coldneſs of a loſing gameſter leſſens the pleaſure of 
the winner. I'd no-more 7 with a man that flighted 
his ill fortune, than I'd make love to a woman who 
undervalu'd the loſs of her reputation. 
Mix. You have a taſte extremely delicate, and 
are for refining on your pleaſures. 

Fain, Prithee, why ſo reſery'd > Something has 
put you out of humour, 
Min. Not at all: I happen to be grave to-day, 
and you are ga gay z thav's all, . 

Fr Confeſs, Millamant and you uarrell'd laſt 
night, after ] ot you; J. fair couſin has ſome hu- 


1 


g "The Wir of. the Wont. 


mours that wou'd tempt the patience of a Stoic. What, 
fome coxcomb came in, and was well receiv*d-by her; 
while you were by. 

Mir. Witwoud and Petulant; and what was 
worſe, her aunt, your wife's mother, my evil genius 
or to ſum up all in her own name, my old Lady With- 

fort came in.— g 

Fain. O there it is then—She has a laſting paſſion 

for you, and with reaſon. What, then wy wife was 
there ? * "7 ä 
- Mix. Ves, and Mrs. Marwood, and three or four 
more, whom I never ſaw before; ſeeing me, they all 
put on their N faces, whiſper'd one another; then 
complain'd aloud of the vapours, and after fell into a 
profound filence, _ ; ; | 

Fain. They had a mind to be rid of you. 

| Mis. For which reaſon I reſolv'd not to ſtir. At 
laſt the good old lady broke through her painful taci- 
turnity, with an invective againſt long viſits. I would 
not have underſtood her, but Millamant joining in the 
argument, I roſe, and with a conſtrained ſmile told 
her, I thought nothing was ſo eaſy as to know when a 
ville began to be troubleſome; ſhe redden'd, and I with- 
drew, without expecting her reply. 

FAlx, You were to blame to reſent what ſhe ſpoke 
only in compliance with her aunt, NF 
Mik. She is more miſtreſs of herſelf," than to be 

under the neceſſity of ſuch a refignation. 

Fain. What! tho” half her fortune depends upon 
her marrying with my lady's approbation ? | 

Miz. I was then in ſuch a humour, that I ſhou'd 
have been better pleas'd if ſhe had been leſs diſcreet. . 

_ Fain. Now I remember, I wonder not they were 
weary of you; laſt night was one of their cabal-nights; 
they have em three times a week, and meet by turns, 
at one anqther's apartments, where they come toge- 
| ther like the coroner's inqueſt, to fit upon the mur- 
_ gder'd reputations of the week. You and I are ex- 
cluded ; and it was once propos'd that all the male 
ſex ſhou'd be excepted ; but ſomebody mov'd that, to 
avoid ſcandal, there might be one man of the 'commu- 

nity; upon which motion Witwoud and Petulant were 
gproll'd members, on © 
WWW =. © Mt, 
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The Way of the WorLD. "9, 


MIR. And who may have been the foundreſs of 
this ſea? My Lady Wiſhfort, I warrant, who pub- 
liſhes her deteſtation of mankind; and full of the vi- 
gour of fifty-five, declares for a friend and ratafia z 
and let poſterity ſhift for itſelf, ſhe'll breed no more, 

Fain. The diſcovery of your ſham addreſſes to her, 
to conceal your love to her niece, has provok'd this 
ſeparation : had you diſſembled better, things might 
have continu'd in the ſtate of nature. 

Mix. I did as much as man cou'd, with any rea 
ſonable conſcience : I proceeded to the very laſt act of 
flattery with her, and was guilty of a ſong in her com- 
mendation. Nay, I got a friend to put her into a lam- 
poon, and compliment her with the imputation of an 
affair with a young fellow, which 1 carry'd fo far, 
that I told her the malicious town took notice that 

. ſhe was grown fat of a ſudden; and when ſhe lay in 
of a dropſy, perſuaded her ſhe was reported to be 
in labour. The devil's in't, if an old woman is 
to be flatter'd further, unleſs a man ſhould endeavour 
_ downright perſonally to dcbauch her; and that m 
virtue forbad me. But for the diſcovery of this 
amour, I am indebted to your friend, or your wife's 
friend, Mrs. Marwood. ENS | 
Fax. What ſhov'd provoke her to be your enemy, 
unleſs ſhe has made you advances, which you have 
ſlighted ? Women do not eaſily forgive omiſſions of 
- that nature. . T7 Ng | 
Mik. She was always civil to me, till of late; I 
- confeſs I am not one of thoſe coxcombs who are apt to 
interpret a woman's good manners to her prejudice ; - 
and think that ſhe who does not refuſe em ev ry thing, 
can refuſe *em nothing. NE 
_ Faix, Lou are a gallant man, Mirabell; and tho? 
ou may have cruelty enough not to ſatisfy. a lady's 
2 7, you have too much generoſity not to be ten- 
dier of + onour. Vet you ſpeak with an indifference 
which ſeems to be affected; and confeſſes you are con- 
' ſeious of a-negligence. > oO 
Mix. You purſue the argument with a diſtruſt 
that ſeems to be unaffected, and confeſſes you are con- 
ſcious of a concern for which the lady is more indebted 
to you than is your wife. f 
| f Alx. Fie, fie, friend, if you nn 
N. ſe 


10 The WAV of the Wo RTL v. 
_- muſt leave you; —I'Il look upon the gameſters 1 in the 

next room. 
i 1 5 Min. Who are they? 

B Falx. Petulant and r me ſome 
1 — | 

Mix. Betty, what ſays your clock? © 

BRT. Turn'd of the laſt canonical hour, Sir, 

Miz. How e the jade anſwers me! Ha? 
almoſt one o'clock! | Looking on bis watch, ] O n Vare 
COMP —— 


% 


SCENE 1, 


M1RABELL and FooTMAN, 


MIX. FJ ELL, is the grand affair over? You have 
been ſomething tedious. . 

SERv. Sir, there's ſuch coupling at . that 

they ſtand behind one another, as twere in a country 

a Ours was the laft couple to lead up; and no 


appearing of diſpatch des, the parſon grow 
pot 420 e, we were afraid his lungs wou'd have fail'd 
before it came to our turn; ſo we drove round to 
Duke BG, and there they were rivetted in a trice, 
Mix. So, ſo, you are ſure they are married. _ 
_ Suny. Mareted and bedded, Sir" I am witneſs, 
Miz. Have you the certificate ? | 
Sexy. Here it is, Sir. 
Mix. Has the taylor brought Waitwell's cloaths 
home, and the new lverics ? 
j Serv. Yes, Sir. 
| * Mis. That's well. Do you 8 kite again, ye 
4 hear, and adjourn the Ende till farther or- 
der; bid Waitwell ſhake his cars, and Dame Partlet 
. ruffle up her feathers, and meet me at one a clock by 
| Roſamond's pond, that IJ may fee her before the re- 
turns to her lady: and as Joy tender your /cars * 
- feeret.. 


$CENE 
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„ * FO 
1 MiaAs zl, FAINALL, BTTV. 


Fan; FOE of your ſucceſs, Mirabell; you look 
| * ö pleas'd. 7 x | 
Min. Ay; I have been engag'd in a matter of 
ſome ſort of mirth, which is not yet ripe for diſcovery. 
I am glad this is not a cabal-night. I wonder, Fain- 
all, that you who are married, and of conſequence 
ſhould be diſcreet, will ſuffer your wife to be of ſuch 
a party. 2 | 
—. Faith, I am not jealous. Beſides, moſt who 
are engag'd are women and relations; and for the men, 
they are of a kind too contemptible to . ſcandal. 
Mix. I am of another opinion. e greater the 
coxcomb, always the more the ſcandal : for a woman 
who is not a fool, can have but one reaſon for aſſoci- 
_ ating with a man who is one. BY 


Fat. (Are you jealous as often as you. ſee Wit- 


woud entertain'd by Millamant ? 
Mix. Of her underftanding I am, if not of her 
perſon. 


_ Fain. You do her wrong ; for to give her her due, 
ſhe has wit. 


Mira. She has beauty enough to make any man 


think ſo; and — 1 es rr enough not to contradiẽ̃t 


him who ſhall tell her ſo. Arr. 
Fain. For a paffionate lover, methinks you are a 
ay 1 too diſcerning in the failings of your 
| Mirza. And for à diſcerning man, ſomewhat toa 
paſſionate a lover; for I like her with all her faults; 
nay, like her for her faults. Her follies ard ſo natural, 
or ſo urtful, that they become her; and theſe affecta - 
tions which in another woman wou'd be odioue, ſerve 


but to make her more agreeable.  Pll tell thee, Fain- 


all, ſhe once us'd me with that infolence, that in re- 
venge I took her to pieces; ſifted her, and ſeparatec 
her failings; I ftudy'd 'em, and got em by rote. The 
catalogue was ſo large, that I was not without hopes; 


one day or other to hate her heartily ; to which end 1 


ſo us'd myſelf to think of em, that at length, contrary 
| £78; to 
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to my defign- and ex Qation, the ve me ev'r 

hour les — leſs —— till N few days 1 
became habitual to me, to remember 'em without be- 
ing diſpleasd. — are now grown as familiar to 
me as my own frailties ; and in all probability in a 
httle time nager [ ſhall like em as well. 

Fain. Marry her, marry her; be half as el i 
quainted with her charms, as you are with her detects, 
and my life on't, you are your own man 8 | 

MIR. Say you ſo ? 


- Fain. I, I, I have nen I have a viſe, ag 
ſo forth. 


1 


Ne 
[To them.] MEssENGER, 


Mezs. = one Squire Witwoud: here ? 
BET. Ves; what's your bafinefs I, 

Mxss. I have a letter for him, from his brother Sir 
03h which Pm charg'd to deliver into us own 
nds. ; 

BET. Ele t in che next room, friend-—That. may. 


C = 


£2. LIED RIEL . 


MIX ABEL L, FAINALL, Berry. 


Mink. Wer is the chief of that noble f 
in town, Sir Wilfull Witwoud ? 
Fax. Heis expected to-day. "Wy ou know him? 
Mix. I have ſeen him, he es to be an ex- 
g . perſon ; I think 1 — the honour to * 
: _ to him. 
Fain. Ves; he is ib ene to on in Wirwoud by 


a former wife, who was fiſter to my I. "Wilkfor? 
my wife's mother. If you marry - * 
muſt call coufins too. 
- Mix. I had wacher be his relation tw his ac 
quaintance. 


F Alx. He comes 10 town in order to equip himſels 
for travel. | 


Min. For net my 0 man _ I mean is 
* | a 


4 f Faix. 
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FAin, No matter for that; *tis for the honour of 
England, that all Europe ſhould know we have block- 
heads of all ages. ä 9 
Mix. I wonder there is not an act of 2 


to ſave the credit of the nation, and prohi 
portation of fools, TE DONS. + HP 
Farn. By no means, tis better as tis; tis better 
to trade with a little loſs, than to be quite eaten up, 
with Being d serſtock k. 
Mik, Pray, are the follies of this knight-errant, 
age thoſe of the ſquire, his brother, any thing re- 
ated ? Fi.» $7 nd f iin 
FA1N. Not at all; Witwoud grows by the knight, 
like a medlar grafted on a crab. One will melt in 
your mouth, and Yother ſet your teeth on edge; onę 
is all pulp, and the other all core, ann 
Mix. 8⁰ one will be rotten before he be ripe, and 
the other will be rotten without ever being ripe at all. 
FAIN. Sir Wilfull is an odd mixture of baſhfulnefs 
and obſtinacy.— But when hes drunk, he's as loving 
as the monſter. in the Tempeſt; and much after the 
ſame manner. To give Yother his due, he has ſome- 
thing of good nature, and does not always want wit. 
IR, Not always; but as often as his memory 
fails him, and his common-place of compariſons, He 
is a fool with a good Ry, and ſome few-ſcraps of 
other folks wit. He is one whoſe converſation. can 
never be approv'd, yet it is now and then to be en- 
dur'd. He has indeed one good quality, he is not 
exceptious ; for he fo paſſionately affects the reputa- 
tion of underſtanding raillery, chat he will conſtrue an 
affront into a jeſt; and call downright rudeneſs and ill 
language, ſatire and fire, WATT 
Alx. If you have a mind to finiſh his picture, you 
have an opportunity to do it at full length. Bekold 
the original. e é ö 


it the ex- 


SCE NR vi. 

rte 2 [e them.] Wirwoup. | n 

Wir. A FFORD me your compaſſion; dears-; 
A | ity me, Faidall, Mirabell pity d.. 3 


Mix. I do from my ſoul. | 
Vol. II. C Fan. 
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FAIR. Why, what's the matter? 
Wir. No letters bellen Betty? 
Ber. Did not a meſſenger bring you one but now, 


Sir UB lens wh 
Pf. 75 Sr no other? 8 | | 


ET. No, Sir. 
Wii That's Yay 8 that's * . 4 meſſen- 
er, à mule, a beaſt, of burden, he has brought me a 


letter from the 825 my brother, as heavy as 2 panegy- 
2 in a funeral ſermon, or a copy of commendator 


&5, Kom one pot to er e And What's Worſe, 
"as as fure a N of the author, as an epiſtle 


dedi i 

We 'A.fools ard; r. LL Witwoud!. | 
WII, Ay, av, my Ut f-brother, My half-brother 
he i is, no neafer upon banour.. 

Miz a. Then tis p ple be ma y be bu half a feol. 

1T,. Good, 750d „Mirab fu le drole! 09d, good, 
baoghim, don' talk of b um N how does 
your lady? Gad, I ſay any che world to get 
this fellow out of my head. Ker pardon that 1 
ſhou'd, aſk a man of pleaſyre, 2 Bo 12 a queſtion 
at once ſo foreign and ſtic. Bur 1 J talk like an 
1d maid, at a, marriage, don't know what! ſay but 
's the beſt woman in world, 

N Tis well zou don't know what yon ſay, or 
a your. commendation wau'd go near to make me 
either vain. or.jealous, 5 
8 Lon 12 town liyes wal; with a wife 

Tai our ap hy ITa 

Miz. Von had better 1 aſk his Wis if you 
wou'd be credibl inform d. 

Wir. Mirabell. 


IA. 

Aer. + UL b at t eee Wers. 

1 have for what I was 22 to ſay to you... ns 
wo for thank you heartily, heartily. © | 

Wir. No, but prithee Fxcuſe Were memory Is 
ſuch a memory. 

Mix. Have a N of ſuch apo logies, Witwoud ; 
—ſor I never ket a fool but he ffe ed to complaing 
either of chę ſpteen or his memory. 

"Pp A. What have x e hes 6h Perglan ? w 

| A. 
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Wir. He's reckoning his money my money it was 
I have no luck to-daee g. 
_ Fain. You may allow him to win of you at play; 
for you are ſure to be too bard for him at repartec : 
ſince you monòpolize the wit that is between you, tlie 
fortune muſt be his of courſe. F 
Min: I dent find chat Petulant confeſſes the ſupe- 
riority of wit to be your talent, Watwoud. 
Wir. Come, come, you are malicious now, and 
wou' d breed debates—— Petulant's my friend, and a 
very Roneſt fellow, and a very pretty How, and has 
a ſmattering—Faith and troth a pretty deal of an odd 
ſort of a ſmall wit: nay, I'll do him juſtice. I'm his 
friend, I won't wrong him. And if be bad any judg- 
ment in the world—he wou'd not be altogether con- 
temptible. Come, come, don't detract from the me- 
rits of my friend. „„ 
_ Ain. You don't take your friend to be oyer-niccly 
Wir: No, no, hang him, the rogue has no man- 
ners at all, that 1 muff own-—No more breeding than 
a bum-bailiff, that I grant you—Tis pity ; the fellow 
has fire and life; | | 
Mix. What, courage? eg 
WIr. Hum, faith F don't know as to that—I can't 
_ Tay as to that, — Yes, faithy in a controverſy he'll con- 
tradict any body; | 
Mira. Tho 'twere a man whom he fear'd, or a 
woman whom he lov'd; 4 
Wir. Well; well, he does not always think before 
he ſpeaks we have all our failings ; vom are too hard 
upon him, you ate faith, Let me excuſe him I can 
defend moſt of his faults, except one or two; one be 
has, that's the truth on't, if he were my brother, I 
cou' d not acquit him That indeed I cou'd wifh were 
otherwiſe, F * 
Min. Ay marry, what's that, Witwoudꝰd 
WIr. O pardon me —Expoſe the infirmities of my 
friend.—No, my dear, excuſe me there. | 
Fain. What I warrant he's unſincere, or 'tis ſome 
ſuch trifle. OO OY 
WIr. No, no, what if he be? Tis no matter for 
chat, His ä : a wit ſhou'd no more 
| x o 
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be fincere, than a woman conſtant; one argues à de- 
ca; of parts, as t other of beauty. 
IR. May be you think him too poſit tive ? 
Wrr. No. no, his being poſitive is an incentive to 
ment, and keeps up converſation. 
Alx. Too illiterate, 

WIT. That! chat's his 3 want of 
12 gives him the e opportunities t. to how his 

n Tr 0 „ „% 

Mik. He wants — | 

Wir. Ay; but I like him for that now; for his 
want of words gives me the 8 7 22 _—_ often teen 
Plain his meaning. ob 

FAIN. He's impudent. 

Wir. No, that's not it, 

7 

WIr. No. 

"Miz A. What, he ſpeaks vinfcalondble tricks ſothe - 
times, becauſe he has not wit Nr to invent aft 
evaſion. = 

Wir. Truths! Ha, Jas ha! No, no, Enes you 
will have it—I mean, he never ſpeaks truth at all 

That's all. He will lie like a chambermaid, or a wo- 
man of quality's porter. Now that i ou fault. 50 


S C z N vll. 


[To them] CoxcuMan. FE 
Dosen. 135 Maſter Petulant here, miſtreſs ? 


BET. Ves. | 
Coen, Three gentle women in a coach would 
8 8 him. 6 9g! | 
. Fain, © brave Petulant, three ! 5 
Br. Pl tell him. 
Coach. You mult bring two difhes of Keren 
_ a _ of cinnamon- water. 


s c EN E Il. 


Anif Tri, WIT bol. & 


WIr: HAT ſhould: be for two faſting 3 

| 1 and a bawd troubled with wind. Now you 
may know What the three ate ' 

I Mix. 


. 
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Min A. You are very free with your friend's ac- 
quaintance. ul i bas 21 KA- 5 
WIr. Ay, ay, friendſhip without freedom is as 

dull as love without enjoyment, or wine without toaſt- 
ing; but to tell you a ſecret, | theſe are trulls whom he 

allows coach-hire, and ſomething more by the week, 
to call on him once a day at public places. 

Min. How | 1244 nail ie | 

Wir. Vou ſnall ſee he won't goito'em becauſe there's 
no more company here to take notice of him Why 
this is nothing to what he us'd to do; before he found 
out this way, I have known him call for himſelſ —— 

FAIN. Gar for himſelf ! what doſt thou mean? 

Wir. Mean, why he wou'd flip you out of this 
chocolate-houſe, juſt When you had been talking to 
to him—As ſoon as your back was turn'd—whip he 
was gone;—then trip to his lodging, clap. on a hood 
and icarf, and am {lap into a hackney-coach, and 
drive hither to the door again in a trice; where he 
wou'd ſend in for himſelf, that I mean, call for him- 
ſelf, wait for himſelf; nay, and what's more, not 
finding himſelf, ſometimes —— a letter for himſelf. 
Mik. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary 

] believe he waits for himſelf now, he is ſo long a com- 
ing; O 1 aſk his pardon, _. | 


+ 8:0,:E.N.R:. fr. | 
 PzTULANT, MiRABELL, FAiNALL, Witwoun, 
rer ah 59 nad: . 
5 * SIP * ' * 7 
. BzT, SIR, che coach ſtays, «vac onde 
PET. Well, well; I come Sbud a man 
had as good be a profeſs'd midwife as a profeſs'd 
whoremaſter, at this rate; to be knockꝰd up and raig'd ' 
at all hours, and in all places. Pox on em, I won't 
.come—JY ye hear, tell em I won't come. Let em 
_ {navel and cry their hearts out. 
Fain. You are very.cruel, ꝑetulant. dof 
*. All's one, let it paſs—L have a humour to be 
Cruel. 7 | | 10 n 1884 25 
Mis, I hope they are not perſons of condition that 
you uſe at this rate. . 
PzT, 
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Fer. Conditon, oondition's a dry'd fig, if I am not 
in humour—By. this hand, if they were your—a—a 


| 2 dee- call ems Wemiclves, they muſt wait 
or rub off, if I want | AER 


"_ Whar-dee-eall-'ogis! w hat are they, Wit- 
d * 
EmipreCes, my deze—By. yout what-dee- 


WIr. 
. ems he means Sultana queens. 

* Ay; Roxolana's. mag L764) 5 (4 

you mercy. 31 

Fam. 1 Wiewoud ſa 54 they are— 
"= What does he” lay are? 

iT, Ty fine ladies, I fay. 

Pr. Paſs on, Witwoud—Hatkee, by this tight his 
elavions—Two eo-heitefſes his couſins, and an old 
— 4 who loves Glteraing + better than a conven- 

WIr. Ha; hs, haz I kad a nnd to ſee now the 

 togue-wou'd come off —Ha, ha; ha; Gad, I can't be 
angry with bim; if he had ſaid he were Wis _ 


and ny filters: ? 

MIR. No! 

WIT. Noz the r vit and eeadincls of inven- 
-Hon charm mie, dear Petulant; 


BET. They are gone, Sir, in great 


anger. 
PET. Enough, let 'em trundle; Anger kelps com- 
plexion, ſaves, paint. 


Fain. This" continence is Al diſſembled; this is ii 


order to have ſomething to brag of the next time he 
makes court to Millamant, and ſwear ke Has aban- 
doned the whole ſex for her fake. | 

Mix. Have you not left off your im mpudent pre- 
tenfions there yet? I ſhall cut your throat, ſome time 
or other, Petulant, about that Bufineſs. | 

PET. Ay; as let that babe eb other 
| Hiroats t6-be cut | 

Mix. Micetin mine, Sir? 

Pr. Net LI mean no body — know Sothing 
Bur there wy uncles and na ty in the 2 
tn hat then? All's one for chat 

2 Reg 8 How !- Hatkee, Petulant, come hither— 
KK lain, or I ſhall call your interpreter. | 
„Explainz I K 'nothing—Why vou 1400 ar 


unele, 


\ 
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le; have Top not, toy come to town, and lodges 


y My, Wi iſhfort's. , 
Mix. True. | 
PET. Why that's enqugh—You and he are nat 
friends; and if he ſhou'd marry and have a child, you 
"Res diſinherited, ha? 


25 Where haſt thou fumbled upon all this 


th Albs one for that; why then. 7 J know 
ome 
Mix. Come, thou art an honeſt fellow, Petulant, 


ſhalt make love. 5 my miſtreſa, thou ſhalt, faith. 
hat haſt thou heard of 177 uncle? 


Per. I, nothing L. f throats, are to be cut, let 
eas claſh; ; ſuug's +, 020 I ſhrug 7 am ſilent. 
Mix raillery, raille Come, I know thou 
art in the women's ſecrets What you're a cabaliſt, 1 
dre, ou ſtaid at Millamant's laſt E. after I went. 

as there any mention made of my uncle, or me? 

Tell me. Tf thou hadſt but good nature equal to thy 
wit Petulant, Tony Witwoud, who is now thy com- 

titor in fame, would ſhew as dim by thee as a dead 
whiting's ye by a pearl of orient ; he wou'd no more 
be ſeen by thee, than Mercury i is by the 2. come, | 
I'm ſure thou wo't tell me. 


n If I do, will you grant me common ſenſe 
en, for the future? 8 
Is Faith I'Il do what I can for thee, and Ty 

pray that heav'n may grant it thee in the mean time. 
Pu ET. Well, harkee. : 


Farn, Petulant and you both will find Mirabel as 


rm a rival as a lover. 

Wir. Pſhaw, pſhaw, that ſhe laughs at Petulant 
is plain. And for my part But that it is almoſt a 
faſhion to admire her, I ſhould—Harkee—To tell yo 
a ſecret, but let it, go no further—Berween ar I 
ſhall never break my heart for her. 

FAin. How! + 


WIr. She's handfome ; but ſhe's. 2 ſort of an un- 


ertain woman. 


Fain. I thought you had A for ber. | 
_ Wrr. Umb—No—- 


Feix. She has Wit. | of 2 


r 


— — — — . 
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too what all T do with the fool? 
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Wir. 'Tis what ſhe will hardly allow any body elſd 
—Now, demme, I ſhou'd hate that, if ſhe were as 


Wake as Cleopatra. Mirabell is not ſo fure F 


er as he thinks for. 
7 3 do you think ſoꝰ) 9 
aid pretty late there laſt — - and 
tld omething of 5 uncle to Mirabell, who is latel 
come oy un- nd is between him and the beſt 1 
of his eſta irabell and he are at ſome diſtance, as 
my La ady Wiſhfort, has been told; and you know the 
hates Mirabell worſe tian a quaker hates a parrot, 
or than à fiſkmonger hates {hard froſt. Whether this 
uncle has ſeen Mrs. Millamant or not, Trcannot'fay ; 
but there were items of ſuch a treat y being in embrio; 
and if it ſhon'd come to life, r Mirabell wow'd be 
ſame fort unfortunately Ry. 1 faith, . 
Farr. Tis impoſhble Millamant ſhoy'd hearken 
ro 3 | 
Wir. Faith, my dear, I can't tell, ſhe's 2 woma 
and; a kind of a abou, ff 2 
"Miz a. And this is the ſum of what you cow colo 
leck laſt night. 
- Per, The nefreffeaicE. May be Witwond ew 
more, he ſtay'd longer—Befides, they never mind him; 


they ſay any thing before him. 


Mik. I thought you had been the greateſt ene 


Er. A tete a dete; but not in public, becauſe [ 
make remaks. Ee 


Mix. You do? wk: ach 

PRr. Ay, ay, = Po malicions, man. Now he's 
ſoft, you know, they are not in awe of him The fel- 
low's well bred, he's what you call a—what-d"ye-call- | 
dem. A fine gentleman, but he's filly with. 

Mrs. 1 thank you, I know as much as my N 


| fe Fainall, are you for the Mall? 


AIN. Av, Tf take a turn before dinner. 
Wir. Ay, w we'll all walk in the Park, 'th the ladie 


talk d of being - 36h 


Mr. I thought you were oblig d to watch fot your 


brother Sir Wilfull's arriyal. 


Wir. No, no, he comes to bis aunt's; wk Hh 
iſhfort ; pox on him, I ſhalt be troubleg- Fim 


' Pur, 


\ 
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PET. Beg, him for his eftate ; that I may beg you 
afterwards; and ſo haye but one trouble with you both. 
Wix. G rare Petulant; thou art as quick as fire in 
a froſty morning; thou ſhalt to the with us; and 
we'll be vety ſevere. Py RON 

PET, Enough, I'm in a humour to be fevere. 571 
Min. Are you? Pray then walk by yourſelves— 
Let not us be acceffary to your putting the ladies out 
of "countenance, with your ſenſeleſs ri lay ; which 
vou roar out aloud as often as they paſs b Jo; and 
rr ou have made à handſome woman bluſh, then 

ink ou have been ſevere. / 

& Pom: t, what? Then let *em either ſhew their 
innbecence by not underſtanding what they hear, or 
elſe ſhew*tlicir diſcretion by "nor hearing what they 
wou' d not be thought to u 
Mrx. But haft not thou then ſenſe e = know 

chat thou dught' ſt to be moſt aſham'd ws elf, when 
| thou haſt put — out of countenance. _ - 

Per, NorT. by this hand—T always rake bluſhing 
either for A ſign 25 guilt, or ill breeding. 
* 1 garter you ought — think er Vou jou in 

e right, that you e error r 3 
2 ee of yolk erden, log. Lew 2 
Where modeſty's il manners, tis but fit 

That impudence and malice pals for. wit. 


End of dhe Fiasr Aer. 
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Mis: Fa AL. KAN. { 
A, * gle Marwood, if we will be happy, we 
A 


find the rheans in elves, an among 
lves. Men are ever in extremes; eitlier doati 
or averſe. While hay are lovers, if they have re 
Vox. I. D- \ and 
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45 and ſenſe irjealoufics are infuf EY Tick. 
2 to je (we, ough ought acht to Wick at. at J 2 . Vas 
they look 1 e pe alte; 
= meet us wy 828 gho what we Mere and as 


from ſuch, * ym uh; T's ay * 

-Mrs.. rue, "a a e Fe of 
life, that u ſhou'd ever di 12 5 us 3 and that the 
man ſo often ſhou'd r 8 5 e 


UE 1 tter to be 7 an Nik 15 


paſs gu 

to refuſe 1 WE 9 25 Ae Wee a t 1 1-0 
2 us, is as pre Br 1 01 

old, becauſe we Ce 1 
= — 7 youth ma ear ne- 
ver ruſt in 119 au 07 3 os i won 
+ Mrs. Nr Then it ths cems. you coated an àver- 

Lon to mankind, only in compli ee 

humour. r 
Mrs. Max. Canaiply. . Te e free; ＋ aye no 
taſte of thoſe. inſipid dr 285 with which. our 


4 


ſex of force muſt area parks, i apart from 
men. We may af to each other, pro- 
feſs eternal friend lips, and ſeem to dote like Io ers; 
but tis not in gur natures ſong to 'perſevere, Love 
will reſume Kis empite in Gut breaſts, and every heart, 
or ſoon or late, receive and fładmit him as its lawful 
rant.“ 
Mrs. Faru Bleſs me! hbw have I been deceiv'd ! 
Why you N a —_— * L 
* ou ſee iendſhip by my free- 
dom, Come, be as Encore, acknowledge thas your 
fentiments with mine. 71 ; 5 
Mrz. FAI k. Never. e 
Mrs. Max. You hate mankind ? 
Mrs. Fain. Heartily, anveterately. 
Mrs. MR. Your huſband ? 
Mrs Far. Moſt 'tranſceadently ; ay, tho“ I ſay 


it, meritoriouſl 


Mrs. Max. Give me — upon it. 


Mrs. e MIX 1 
2 i On 85 „ join th you ; . ve la ba. 
2 bes 50 Ian. . f 7501 

' Mrs. ek pai} Dol tho - 
ire men n? 


L. ol 
$4; I 
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Mrs. ME” I have done hating * em, and am now 
come to deſpiſe em; the next ang I have to do, is 
eternally to forget ae 

Mrs. FAlx. There els the ſpirit of an Amazon, 
a Panthęſilea. 


Mrs. Mas. And yet I am 1 fornetimes to 


PREP. ANC e 


Mrs. Ma. Faith by marrying ; if I cou'd but 
find one that lov'd me very well, and would. be. tho- 


roughly ſenfable of ill uſage, I think I ſhould do a 
ſelf this violence of under oing the ceremony. my 


= ty. You would not make him a cuckold ? 
AR. No; but I'd make N N I did, 


Rn as Hed Nel ever en . he 


a. then know the v - „ and be out of his pain; 
but Lway'd- have h ever ta continue upon the rack 
of fear and jealo a oo & 
*. nious miſchief! . u we 

5 3 
Mas N. You ber rhe colour, 


* hear ham'd, 
But Ma 1 22 $0 ave you to 7 FO 


- Mrs, at: I nev a Jor'd Rim he , Jad always 
Fon the -afop for 3 
AIM. oY 2 re v give, our aver- 
fon, one would think it diff a; for 77 have laid 
a fault. 0 bis charge, h N muſt ac- 
uit him. | 
7 Mrs. MAR. 8 g * E you are one of his fa- 
vourable _ ethipks you 8 look a little pale, 
and now aſh 5510 
Mrs. = I think I am a little ſick o' the . 
ſudden. „AAA! 
Mrs, Mas. What all you? 
Ms, Pati, My Huſband. Don't vou ſe: him? 
He turwd' ſhort wan me ynawares; and — 
' HYETCOMEe me, | 3 AN 1 wry 1 "I 
-5G 04 dne il 7 * en NAA 


eee e. 


fo og 


__ * 
* + 
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SCENE u. 09 vlg 
kn * FAINALL and Mig anus, 
Mrs. Max. HA. ha, ha; he comes opportunely for 


ou. 

Mrs. Fa lx. For you, L he has da, Marabell 
with him. 3 

FACET ö 

Mrs. FAIN. My ſoul. 

Fatx, You don't look well . e 

Mrs. Fain. D'ye think ſoss? | 

Miz A. He is the only man that 8 wat 

Mrs. Fax. The on a man that wow'd tell me ſo 
at leaſt; and the only wn from whom I cou 'd hear 1 it 
without mortification. * N 

Fain. O my dear, I am fatisfy'd of- your tender- 
neſs ; I know you cannot reſent any thing from me; 
eſpeciall what is an effect of my concern, © * 

Mrs. Falx. Mr. Mirabell, my mother inte 
you in a pleaſant relation laft might: : 1 wou'd fain 
at out. 7 

Mix. The perſons concerp'd in that air, have 
yet a tolerable reputation. am arnid Mr. Fainall 
will be cenſorious. 0:89) 

Mrs. FAIN. He Ki haet wege provi khan 
his curioſity, and will willi 2-24 diſpenſe with the 
hearing of one ſcandalous ftory, to avoid giving an 
occaſion to make r bei ſeen to walk with 
his wife. This way „ and 1 dare 24 
miſe 70 will oblige us ho, 


n 2 ©; Fang 111 
i < C E N E 161 £399 „21 
FarwaLL, Mrs. anon. 


Fame kenne Well, fare it 1 ſhou d 
live to be rid of my wife, I : Dan's be 2 
miferable man. 
Mrs. Manx. Ay! | 
Faiw. For having only that one ho „the accom- 


| IIS pf it, of 1 mu put an end 1 


J 
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all my hopes, and what a'wretch is he who muſt ſur- 
vive his hopes! Nothing remains when that day comes 
but to ſit down and weep like Alexander, when he 
wanted other worlds to conquer. 

Mrs, Max. Will you not follow 'em? 
FAIx. Faith, I think not. | 
Mrs. Max. hy let us; I have a made. 
Fain, You are not jealous ? | 
Mrs. Max. Of whom? 
Fax. Of Mirabell. I 
Mrs, MAR. If I am, is it — hi iy love 
to you that I am tender of your honour > © 
Alx You wou'd intimate then, as if there were 2 
fellow- feeling between my wife and him. | 
Mrs. Max, I think ſhe does not hate him to chat de- 
ee The wov'd be thought. f | 
Fain. But he, I fear, is too inſenſible⸗ A JN 
Mrs. Max. It may be you are deceiv'd: © 


Fam. Itmay be ſo, Ido wenn bir) pore 
hend it.” 


Mrs. Max. Wust? 

Fain. That Lbave been deceiv'd, makin, are; 
are falſe.” 

Mrs. MAR. That I am falſe} What mean you? 

Fain. Tolet you know I fee through all your little 
arts—Come, you both love him; and both have equal- 
ly difſembPd your averſion. Your mutual jealouſies 
of one another have made _ claſh till you have both 
ſtruck fire. I have ſeen the warm confeſſion red'ning 
on your cheeks, and 2 from your eyes. 

rs. Max. You do me wrong, 

FAI. I do not——"Tway for my eaſe to overſee and 
wilfully _ the groſs advances made him by my 
wife; that by permitting her to be engag d, 1 2 
continue unſuſpected in my p NN and take you 
oftner to my arms in full ſecurity. Bot cou'd you 
think, becauſe the nodding huſband wou'd not wake, 
that e' er the watchful — ſlept ? 

Mrs. Max, And whetewithal can you reproach me! 


Fain. With infidelity, with tovin another with 
love of Mirabell. N 2 : 


Mrs. Mas, Tis falſe. 1 challenge you to ſhew an 


inſtance that can confirm; your groundleſy, accuſation. 
1 hate him. 


Fain, And wherefore do you hate him ? Hei is in- 
ſcaſible, 
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Mes wad enten fqllowshis neglect. An 
injuries u have one him are a proof: 
Tg Pp his [= hat cauſe had you to 

make diſcoveries of his 2 7 ge Pao pathon ? To1 unde · 

ee ee 


ceive the credulous a 
of his match with Mill: fans 

2 55 me: 

nor fee 

y that qi 9 * 


1e . Mage M E my lady, 
d a ip to her; 
8 4 nature ſo abus 


F What, TY 
gag Ge 1 0 105 , kf 1 


ak 


fiocere,, and 
enduring, the _ Empty YOWs g [4% 
whe er profeſſng long 10 fe. r mutual wa 


FREE "fend, 

_ Fain. Ha az you m wife 's 7 
Mrs. Max, Shame and F 155 2 de! ne ro 
proach, me? You, Ton ee "Have jeen fl 


to her, through ſtrict m_ to q 


friendſhip to keep my love 8 E 4 
the baſeneſs to charge me with 2 guilt, r ful of of 


cet it . Ig vo it res naming that I 

* Tags A, 200 op ou ou ele rad at guilt pon 

me 0 ri 49. Your Om * \ 
ih age e my aca A t bu 


to emigd you. pf the {h ant you 1 


make of N FR. een W 
= love to me. 
iberats 


Mrs. Mas, Tis alte, you ate — 
5 i ſpoke i in . 4 AA 
Ito 


Fa, Your guilt, 1220 JP. ment, 


bag. 4 vet * cou 15 ar 
Mall be ed; . be re . can 5 125 
xps d If 1 do is 2 1 thall Fes eh 


Ain. pet will vou A'S. or tg” 
— . doſe. it tp; your, wien 7a, e 


between us. 


171 "Fare FR bellen wrong 


IJ wor he” . $9 you 


* 
RE © Wik 


© + — 
þ - 


neſs. 


Pn Sede 


one The 


# 


* 
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my fate" aud fortune: Wiel both I truſted Jou, you 
bankropt th Honour, #s fdigent of wealth, 

Fax. Vour fame I habe — 3 Y oub$ortone 


has been beftow?d as the digit ar '> tony would 
have it, in . Seck ae have th 
— PR, 


Bad nf you. * fal bad cer this rep 
Fe 7 0 With lama nt to 
been incens'd 


Have kopf et a mene 

beyond All Tieans of Cone x re to Hathamtit had 
foffeited 7 5 moiety uf her fortune; which en Hod 
Have defcended to y * — and whereforedid'F mar- 


if, but rotate Lawful prize of a rich widows wealth, 


and ſquander it on love and you ? ol 1 

Mrs. Max. Deceit and frivolous pretence. 

Fain. Death, am I not married? what's pretence? 
Am I not impriſon'd, fetter*d? have I not a wife? 
nay a wife that was a widow, a Jr! widow, a hand- 
ſome witoW? And 1 be again a widdw; but that I 
have a heart of proof, and ſomething of a conflitution 
t9 buſtle thro' the "ways of "wedlock and chis world. 
Will you Yer be reconcibꝰd to truth and me: 

Mrs, Man, Impoſſible. Truth and you aft incon- 
'Gftent=T bats $20 aid hall for ever.” 1 2 of 
Px rx För you 7 Sod b 

Mrs. MAR. I — . the name of love Ader boch 
uſage; and flext to the guilt” with. which you wou'd 

HENS PROP 50 Bol. Furtwef. | 

FAN. Nay, we muſt not Part thus. x "nc 

"Mts: _— Let wie %.. © Landty 


S I'm ſorx 
bh Mes: dare CARY me W my 
155 Eee em to ged looſe. 
"Weng not hutt you for the world!" "Haven 
1 no * hold to keep you leres 
tr. Mig. Well, 1 have'defery'd it n. 
For "Y6u Ehow 1 Kg 
"Mrs. Max.” Poor die ung - awer, ir 


$ not vet 


22 What? Chat! is ic bot ꝰ what pit" not yer 
17 is not et tob late | 


Mrs. Ag. No, ir is tei net = E 1 have tar 
comfort, gam 


Park: It . 0 1646 tothe. > . 


188 
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22 Max... But not to loath, deteſt, abhor man- 
kind, myſelf, and the whole treacherous world. 

Fats. Nay, this ig extravagance Come, I aſk 
pour pardon No tears 1 was to blame, I cou'd not 
love you and be eaſy i in m doubt Pray forbear—1 
believe you ; I'm convinc'd Pve done you wro in — 
any way, ev'ry way will amends ;—] 
my wife yet more, her, PII part with * 
her of all ſhe's worth, and welkretire ſomewhere, a 
where, to another world, I'II 22 thee — Be 81 


— come, hide your tears 
have a maik, wear it a oy ls * n, 
be perf! 


« ” OF 

' 22 
nN 
. F@ +- 


__ ix k +2 N * m. ; 


1 


MIAA BEIN and Mrs. F AINALL. 


Mrs, "ood THEY are here NOR 
Man. They are turning into the 
other walk. 


Mrs. FAN. While 1 only bated my buſband, 1 
cou'd bear to ſec him; but ſince I have defpis 'd him, 
he's daa offenſive. . 
Mig, O you ſhou'd hate with prudence. | 
Mrs. Fa tx. Yes, for 1 have lov'd with indiſcretion. 
Miz. You ſhou'd 57 uſt ſo much diſguſt for. 
your huſband, as may be ſufficient to make you reliſh 
| your lover. 
Mrs. Faix. You have —1 the cauſe that I have 
lov'd without bounds,, and wou'd you ſet limits to that 
zaverfion,' of which you have been n why 
did you make me marry this man? 
tn., Why do. we daily commit di able. 20d 
ations ? to ſave that idol reputation. If 
the familiarities of our loves had produc'd that conſe - 
quence, of which you were apprehenſive, where cou d 
vou have fix'd a father's. name with credit, 6,503 on a 
Loſband ? I knew Fainall to be a man laviſh of his mo- 
rals, an intereſted and profeſſing friend, a falſe and a de · 
ing lover; yet one whoſe wit and outward fair beha- 
viour, havę gain'd a reputation with the town, eno 
; © make that woman tand excus'd, who has ove - 
| erſe 


ee ee 


FRY 


— 


Ke. & ca 866 Mamas t..ca 


o . 
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herſelf to be won by his addreſſes. A better man 
ought not to have been ſacrific'd to the occaſion; a 
worſe had not anſwer'd to the purpoſe. When you 
are weary of him, you know your remedy, - 

Mrs. Fain. I ought to Raad in ſome degree * 


2 credit with Jou, Mirabell. 


MIX In juſtice to you, 1 have made Jou privy 1 to 
my whole defign, and put it in you pow'r to ruin or 
advance my fortune. 

Mrs. Fain. Whom have you inſtructed t to repre- 


ſent your pretended uncle? 


Miz. Waitwell, my ſervant. 
Mrs, Fain. He is an humble ſervant to Foible, m 


- mother's woman, and may win her to your intereſt. 
Mir. Care is taken for that—She is won and worn 


by this time. They were married this Derne 
Mrs. Fain. Who? 
Mix. Waitwell and Foible. I wou'd' not rempe 
f 


my ſeryant to betray me by truſting him too far. 
your mother, inh to ruin me, -hou'd conſent to 


marry my pretended uncle, he might, like Moſca in 
the Fox, ſtand upon terms; ſo I made him ſure before 


hand. — 
Mrs. FAtx. So, if my poor- mother is caught in. a 
contract, you will — the impoſture betimes; and 


releaſe her by producing a certificate of her gallant's 


former matriage. 


Mix. Yes, upon condition that ſhe conſent to my 


marriage with her niece, and ſurrender the moiety of 


her fortune in her poſſeſſion. 
Mrs. F £418. She talk'd laſt night of endeavouring 
at a match between Millamant and your uncle. 
MIR. That was by Foible's direction, and my in- 
fruRion, that-ſhe might Hour woer it more pri- 
vately. 1157 Lt unn. 4 
Mrs. Fax. Well, I have an eng your ſue- 
deſs ; for Þbaliovemy lady will do any thing to get — 
huſband!; and when the has chis, which — 
vided for her, I e ſhe will ſubmit to 29904 
to t rid of him. & 7 7: 14s 
IR, Yes, I think the nood lady wou'd m 


thing 
chan whav# butler dou d pin 
| Vr. A. 1010167 ea #1 


3 


chat reſembled'a man, though ! 


. 
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Mrs. Fain. Female frailty ! We muſt all came 
to it, if we live to be old, and feel the craving of a 
falſe appetite when the true is decay d. 

Mik. An old woman's appetite is deprav'd like that 
of a girl—— Tis the green - ſiekneſs of a ſecond child - 
hood ; and like the faint offer of a latter ſpring, ſexves 
but to uſher in the fall; * vithew in an e 


Mr. Fax, Here $ one miſtreſs, 


S C RN. IV. 


[To then. Mrs. Miz LAMAXNT, Wa move, 
mans. 


Min. i ERE ſhe comes Pfaith full dall, with her. 

fan ſpread and ſtreamers out, and a ſhoal 

of fools. for tender Ha, no, I cry her mercy. 

Mrs. Faix. I fe but one poor empty ſculler, and 
de tows her Woman after him. 

Mix. You ſeem to be unattended, madam—You 

us'd to have the beau mond throng aſter you; ;, and a 


e gay fine perukes hovering round you. 


Wir Di moths about 4 ce dle-I Rad like 0 


ave AN compaxiſon for want of breath. 
Mir I have deny'd myſelf airs 19-day. - L have 
walk'd as ſaſt thr the od 
Wir. As a favs ite juſt digrac' d, and with as few 


followers. 


M1L.z, Dear M. Wimzoud, truce with your Ami- 
litudex ; for I am as ſick of 'em— - 


WIr. As a-pbyGcian of a enen help 


it, madam, though tis asgainſt myſelf. 

MiIII. Ver again! Mi incing, | Rand between. me 
and his wit. 
is Mis Mrs. Miacing, like AS eke "2 


fte. 


bn 


— Long! beds havel 0 cane violins habe? 
1 — avery h Let for you; I have 
_ er you, as By OW faſhion, '! , 16 F 


WIr. 


ms n 1 do blaze n.: I gu 
— "5 But dear Millamank, why! ere gon 


Pere? 


„„ hd «4 4 


WH WW . CW 
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WIr. Madam, truce with your fimilitudes No, 
you met her huſband, aud did not afk him for her, 

Mis. By your leave Witwoud, that were like en- 
quiring after an old faſhion; to alk a huſband for his 
wife. 8 
i hit, à hit, a palpable hit, I con- 
A —— ON Ne | 
Mrs. Fatv. You were dreſs'd before I came abroad. 

Mttr. Ay, that's true—O but then I had—Minc- 
ing what had I? Why was I fo long? 

INE. O mem, your laſhip ſtaid to peruſe a pac- 
quer of leGers, © - EN  Six's. 
MILL. O ay, letters—I had letters—I am perſe- 
cuted wich letters—I hate letters—No body knows 
how to write letters; and yet one has em, one does 
not know why—They ſerve one to pin up one's hair. 

Wir. Is that the way? Pray, madam, do you pin 
up your hair with all your letters? I find I muſt keep 
CQpies. | | 

Mir. Only with thoſe in verſe, Mr. Witwoud. 
I never pin up my hair with proſe. I think I try'd 
once, Mincing ? | | 880 
Aline. O mem, I mall never forget it. — 

ILL. Ay, poor Mincing tift and tift all the 
morning. A ian.” pay 

Mixe, Till I had the cramp in my fingers, Ill 
vow, mem: and all to no purpoſe. But when your 
laſhip pins it up with poetry, it fits ſo pleaſant the 
next ay as any thing, and js ſo pure and ſo ctips. 

Wir. Indeed, fo crips? ' CEE OR 
Me, You're ſuch a critic, Mr. Witwoud, 
Mir. *Mirabell, did you take exceptions laſt 
night? Ofay, and went away—Now I think on't Pri 
angry No, dow 1 think on't Tm pleas d for I be- 
eee. 2 . 
ließe I. gaye gou ſome pan. | 
Mis. Does that pleaſe, you? OE 
. ns to laboitcl L love to give pain. 

. 00 wou'd affect a cruelty Which is not in 
your nature; your true vanity is in the power of 
pleaſing, A 3 bes Has 

MLT. O I aſk your pardon for that—One's cruelty 
js one's power, and when one parts with one's cruelty - 


one parts with one's power; and when one has parted 


with that, I fancy one's old and ugly. 
8 5 N 2 7 MIR. 
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Mi. Ay, ay, ſuffer your cruelty to ruin the gb; 

of your 0 2 1 erst then po 
vain, how loſt a thing you'll, be? Nay, *tis true: you 
are no longer. handſome when you've loſt your lover ; 
beer beauty dies upon the inſtant: for beauty is the 
_ lover's giſt; *tis he beſtows. your charms—Y our glaſs 
is all a cheat. The ugly and the old, whom the look- 
ing-glaſs  mortifies, yet after commendation can be 
flatter'd by it, and iſcover bexuties in it: for that 
reflects our praiſes, rather than your face. 
_MiLL. 0 the vanity of theſe men! Fainall, d'ye 
hear him? If they did not commend us, we were not 
handſome! Now you muſt know they cou'd not com- 
mend one, if one was not handſome. Beauty the lo- 
ver's gift—Lord, what is a, lover, that it can give? 
Why one makes lovers as faſt as one pleaſes, and they 
live as long as one pleaſes, and they die as ſoon as one 

pleaſes; and then if one pleaſes one makes more. 
"Wir. Very pretty. Why you make no more of 
making of lovers, madam, chan of making ſo many 
card-masch es 3 ee 
| Mitt. One no more owes one's beauty to x lover 
than one's wit to an echo; they can but reflect what 
we look and ſay ; vain empty things if we are filent or 
—_ * want a being. | 3 
Mi. Yet, to thoſe two vain empty things, you owe 

too the greateſt pleaſures of your 1:54 | | 4 > th 
Miki. How-o7 oh . 
Mi. To your lover von owe the pleaſure of bear- 
ing yourſelves prais'd; and to an echo the pleaſure 

of hearing yourſelves talk. N IRE #3274" 
=» WaTs at I know à lady that loves talking o in- 
ceſſantly, ſhe won't give an echo fair play's the has 
that everlaſting rotation of tongue, that an echo muſt 
wait till ſhe dies, before ſt cal catch her laſt words. 
MIL. O fidion; Fainall, let us leave theſe men. 
Mix. Draw off Witwond. | {fiderd Mrs, Fainall. 
Mrs. Farx Immediately ; 1 have 'a wort ot two 

for Mr. Witwoud. ec. bt. * 
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SCENE V. 


MiLLAMANr, MiRABELL, Mincrx8G. 


Mix. 1 Wou'd beg a little private audience too 
Vou had the tyranny to deny me laſt night; 


tho you knew I came to n a eng Us mY that 
concern'd BY love. f 


MILL. You ſaw I was eng di irg 2 : 
Mix. Unkind., You had the leiſure to entertain 2 
herd of fools; things who. viſit you from their exceſ- 
five idleneſs; beſtowing on. Jour eaſineſs that time, 
which is the incumbrance of their lives. How can 
you find delight in ſuch ſociety? It is impofhble they . 
'd admire you, they are not capable: or if they 
Were, it ſhou'd be to you. as a mortification; for ſure 
o pleaſe a fool is ſome degree of folly. 


iLL. I pleaſe myſelf-Befides, ſometimes to 
converſe with fools is for my health. 


Mix. Your health! Is =o a worde diſeaſe than 
e converiation of fools ? 


MiLL. Yes, the. vapours 3 fools are phyfic, for it, 
next to aſſa - fœtida. 

Miz. You are not in a courſe of fools ? 

Mili. Mirabell, if you perfiſt in this offenſive 
freedom—you'll diſpleaſe e me II think I muſt re- 
ſolve, after all, not to have you——We ſhan't agree. 

Mix. Not in our phyfic it may be. 

MTI, And yet our diſtemper, in all likelihood, 
will be the ſame; for we ſhall be 58 ck k of o another. 
Fihan't endure to be repriniatided, nor inſtruRted; tis 
ſo dull to act always by advice, and ſo tedious to be 
told of one's faults—tT can't bear it. Well, I won't 

have you Mirabell I'm reſolv'd—1 think=== Von 
thay go—Ha, ha, ha. What wow'd you give, that 
you cou'd help loving me? 


Mis. Twov'd give fornething that did not know 
1 cou'd not help 2 x r 


Pp Come, don't look | grave then. Well, what | 


ST. to me? | © 
IX. I fay chat a man may as ſoon make A friend 


by his witz $ a fortune by his honeſty, as win à wo- 
man witttplain-dealing and finceri 


MILL, Sententious Mirabell! ? 3 don't look | 
| | with, 


| * Tue Wa of the Word 
wich that violent and inflexible wiſe face, like Solo- 
mon at the dividing of the child in an old tapeſtry 


ha 

wy; Vou are merry, madam, but 1 would 182 
ſuade you for a moment to be ſerious. 

"Mu; What, with that face? No, if y 


countenance, tis i _ 1 ſhou'd 101 Frum 

ell, after all, there is ver moy ng" in a 
love-fick face. Ha, ha, — ell T wen't laugh, 
don't be peeviſ—Heigho! Now LI be tmelanch 7 


as melancholy as a wWatch-Hgbt. Welt Mitabel, if 
2 will win me woo me now Nay, if you ate 
ſo fare vou well n fee they are weatking 


A Can you not find in the ratiery of your dif- 
pofition one — 
Mir. To hear you . and 
your plot like to ſpeed No. a 
2 But how you came to know it. © - 
Without the help of the devi, 1 
1 gy unleſs ſhe ſhould 100 me herfelf.” 5 
the two it may have ae leave 
der; ant when REL; inking of that, think 


of me. : "<a 
3 212 wh 03 & 111i 396 225 1 
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Ma, 1 ee bing whirlwind, / tho“ — yo a 

whirlwind, were a caſe of more ſteady Thee 
fic 


; tranquility of mind and 2 2, A fe 
ob KN not à more whin 


dwelling than the heart of a man that is lodg'd i 
wang - There is no point of. the compass 10 10 


annot and by which are not turn 
b one as well as another; for mona not method 


tion. To know this, t continue 
E 4 A* = is to you _ vile h from one 
reaſon, + play the fool bythe 2 
af ty IS In L of turtles What, 
billing n atinc's Gin over with 
yu ** Ns, 
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s E N E Vu. 
- {To bim} WAIT WELL, bons. | = | 


Mix. und, Waitwell, why Care. you think yon 
wore marry d for your own. recreation, od 
not for my conveniency. 

War. Your pardon, Sir. With ſubmiſſion, we 
have indeed been Folacin in lawful delights ; but ſtill 
with an eye to buſineſs, Sir, I have inſtructed her as 
well as I could. If ſhe can take your directions as 
readily as my inſtruRions, Sir, your affairs are in a 
proſperous way. 12 

In. Give yon jay, Mrs. Foible. 
2 O laſs, Sir, I'm fo aſham'd—Pm afraid my 

lady has been in a thouſand: 2 for, me. But 
T proteſt, Sir, I made as much haſte as IL could. 

War, Phat ſhe did en. Sir. Ion Was n 
that ſhe did not matze mom. , 

Mix. That 1 believe 

Folz. But I told my lady V as you ;aficatied! me, Sir. 
That Thad a e ſeeing Sir Rowland, Four un- 
ele; and that I wou'd put her ladyſhip's picture in my 
pocket to ſhew him; which Pl be ſure to. fa — 
made him ſe enamour'd of her beauty, that he 
with impatience to lie at her ladyſhip's fect and _ 
ſhip the original. 

Mir, Ereadlent Bitte! Matcimoay has made you 
eloquent in love. 

Air. L think ſhe has profited, Sir. I think fo. 
Forts. You have ſeen madam AMullamant, Sir. 
Mis. Yes, SA. & 20 22 * 

Folz. I told her, Sir, becauſe I did not know that 
you might find an opportunity; ſhe had ſo much com- 
pany laſt night. 

"| Mis. Your diligence will merit more —In the mean 
time— whe [ Gives money. 

Fot. O dear Sir, your humble ſervant. 

WAIT. Spouſe. 

Mix Stand off Sir, not a penny—Go on and 

r, Foible—The leaſe ſhall be made good and the 
Garmn/ftock'd, if we fucceed. 

Folk. I don t queſtion your generoſity Sir: and 


you 


TTY 
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you need not doubt of ſucceſs. If you have no more 
commands, Sir, PI! begone; Im fure my lady is at 
her toilet, and can't dreſs till 1 come,——Q dear, 
I'm on that [looking out} was Mrs. Marwood that 
bo * a maſk ; if ſhe has ſeen me with you I'm 
tell my lady. I'll make hafte home and pre- 
—_— her. Your fervant, Sir. _ os — 


— = 


oeftirmg;c! 
s fe E * * vill. 9899 i 
4 * , TY 148 
ac Vunssten Warrweus..» 22 1 


Warr Sin Rowland, if u lasted The Jade's 0 
as. Pert upon her re ſhe n her- 
VER Cowe, Sir, will you endeavour to forget 
yourſelf=and transform into Sir Rowland. - + 
Wair. Why, Sir, it will be impoſſible I ſhou'd 
remember myſelf—Marry'd; knighted, and attended 
all in one day! Tis enough to make any man forget 
himſelf. The difficulty will be how to recover my ac- 
aintance and familiar "with my former ſelf; and 
b l from . ien to — into 
Waitwell. Nay, 1 — 7 be quite the ſame Waitwell 
neither for now I remember me, I'm N and 
can't be my own man again, 


Ay, there's my grief; char s che fad change of fe 
To loſe my title, and 2 keep my walks D 
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ACT ili. SCENE I. 


A Room 1 in Lady Wiſhfort's Houſe. 


* 


Lady: Wanroar at her Toilet, pr waiting. 
Laps, grin, no news of Foible yet? 


| Pro. No, madam. 
Lap, I-have no more patience—If I have not 
fretted myſelf till I am pale again, there's no veracity 
in me, Fetch me the; red—the red, do you PER 
ſweet-heart;? , errant aſh-colour, Fe m a perſon. 
Look you how this wench Rtits ! Wh thou not 
fetch me a little red Didſt thou not , Ph: mopus? 

Pc. The red ratafia does your lap mean, or 
the cherry-brandy ? / 

LADY. Rataßs, fool. 1 fool. Not the rat taſia, 
fool. Grant me patience! I mean the Spaniſt pa- 
per, idiot complexion, darling—paint, paint, paint 
—doft thou underſtand that, changeling, dangling 
thy hands like bobbins before ches W y doſt thou 
not ſtir, phe ? thou wooden thing upon wires. 

PEG. 2 madam, your ladyſhip is ſo impatient 
—] cannot come at the paint, madam, Mrs. F oible 
has lock d it up, and carry'd the key With her: 

Lapy. A pox take you both— etch mc om cher 
ry- -brandy then. : io 1 


| 8 0 E N E 1 
8 Lady Waenronr! DIW 
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1 as pale * as aint T look like Mrs, Qualniſick 
the curate's wife, that's s always breeding—Wench, 

Tome, come, wench ; what art thou doing, fipping ? 

taſting ? Save IO wad thou not know we potte 
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| S C EN E III. 
Lady Wiskrokr, PEG with a Bottle and China Cup. 


PRO. | Adam, I was looking for a cup. 
Lapy. A cup, ſave thee, and what a 
cup haſt thou brought! Doſt thou take me for a fairy, 
to drink out of an acorn ? — didſt thoy not brin 
thy thimble ? Haſt thou ne'er a braſs thimble clinki 
in thy pocket with a bit of nutmeg? I warrant thee. 
Come, fill, fill. in. See who that is. One 
knocks. Set down the e firſt. Here, om un- 
= — table What, wowdſt thou 15 5 pe with th bottle 
hand like a tapſter. As I n, this 
* has lived in an inn upon rond, bote ſhe 
came to me, like Maritornes, ae Aſturian, in Don 
* No Foible yet? 
EO. No madam, Mrs, Marwoocd. 
Lavy.'O * let her dome in. "Come in 


8 C E N E IV. 
kr. them} Mrs. Mazwood.. 


Mrs. Max. M furpriz'd to find your lad ſhi in diſ- 
| 'T — rim of day. p 

LApv. Foible's a loft thing; has been abroad ſince 
morning, and never heard of ince. 

Mrs. Max. I ſaw her but now, as I came maſk'd 
through the Park, in conference with Mirabell. 

LAV. With Mirabell! ! You call my blood into 

my face, with mentioning that traitor. She durſt not 
have the confidence. I ſent her to negotiate an affair, 
in which if Pm detected Pm undone. If that wheed- 
ling wig has 8 3 Foible to, detect me, 
I'm ruin'd. „Tm a, wreten of 
wretches if Pm e 

Mrs. MAR. O — you cannot ſuſpe&t Mrs. 
Foible's integrity. 

Lap. O, he carries n in his tongue, that 
wov'd corrupt integrity ad, If ſhe has given him an 


oppor- 
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rtunity, {he has as good as put her integrity into 
his hands. Ah dear Marwood, what's integrity to an 
opportunity ?—Hark ! 1 hear her—Dear friend, retire 
into my cloſet, that I may examine her with more 
freedom— You'll pardon me, dear friend, I can make 
bold with you There are books over the chumney— 
Quarles and Pryn, and the Short View of the Stage, 
with Bunyan's Works, to entertain you. Go, you 
thing, and ſend her in, | [Ta Po. 


r 


Lady WisHFoRT, FOIBLE, 


LAV. O Foible, where haſt thou been? what haſt 
thou been doing? 

Folz. Madam, I have ſeen the party. 

LADY. But what haſt thou done? 

Fois, Nay, *tis your ladyſhip has done, and are to 
do; I have only promis'd. But a man ſo enamour'd— 
ſo tranſported !—Well, if worthiping of pictures be 
a fin—Poor Sir Rowland, I ſay, 

LaDdy. The miniature has been counted like 
But haſt thou not betray'd me, Foible ? Haſt thou 
not detected me to that faithleis Mirabell? What 
hadft thou to do with him in the Park? Anſwer me, 
has he got nothing out of thee ? | | 

FoiB, So, the devil has been before-hand with me 
what ſhall I ſay ?—Alas, madam, cou'd I help it, if i 
met that confident thing? Was I in fault? If you had 
heard how he us'd me, and all upon your ladyſhip's 
account, I'm ſure you wou'd not ſuſpect my fidelity, 
Nay, if that had been the worſt I cou'd have borne : 
but he had a fling at you ladyſhip too; and then I 
cou'd not hold: but i' faith I gave him his own, 

LA Dy. Me! What did the filthy fellow ſay ? 

oB. O madam; tis a ſhame to ſay what he ſaid 
With his taunts and his fleers, toſſing up his noſe 
* (ſays he) what you are hatching ſome plot 
(ſays e) you are ſo early abroad, or catering b he) 
erreting for ſome . diſbanded officer, I warrant—h 
pay is but thin ſubſiſtance x he)——— Well, what 


penſion does your lady propoſe? Let me fee (lays he) 
Fl r | 5 what 
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what ſhe muſt come down pretty deep now, ſhe's ſu- 
perannuated (ſays he) and— =. if 

LAV. Ods my life, Ill have him, I'll have him 
murder'd. I'll have him poiſon'd. Where does he 
eat? I'll marry a drawer to have him poiſon'd in his 
wine. I'll ſend for Robin from Locket's—immedi- 
ately.. | 296 POL bas 2a Kr 2.4 

Pu Poifon' him! Poiſoning's too good for him. 
Starve him, madam, ftarve him; marry Sir Row- 
land, and get him diſinherited. O you wou'd bleſs 
yourſelf, to hear what he ſaid, 

Lavpy. A villain, ſuperannuated ! 

Forts. Humph (lays he) I hear you are laying de- 
ſigns againſt me too (ſays he) and Mrs, Millamant is 
to marry my uncle; (he does not ſuſpect a word of 
your ladyſhip;) but (ſays he) PH fit you for that, I 
warrant you (iays he) I'll hamper you for that. (ſays 


he) you and your old frippery too (ſays he) Pl han- 
dle you ** 

LADY. Audacious villain! handle me! wou'd he 
durt——Frippery ! old frippery! Was there ever 
ſuch a foul-mouth'd fellow? I'll be marry'd to-mor- 


row—P ll be contracted to-night,” | 

For. The ſooner the better, madam. 

Lapy. Will Sir Rowland be here, ſay'ſt thou? 
when, Foible? we 99.4.7. 384 099 
Fot. Incontinently, ' madam. No new ſheriff's 
wife expects the return of her huſband after knight- 
hood, with that "impatience in which Sir Rowland 
burns for the dear hour of kiſſing your ladyſhip's hand 
_ 1 n a Fig | | 

ADY. Frippery! ſuperannuated fri ! Il 
frippery the vilkiin F'it reduce him to pl ry and 
Tags: à tatterdemallion—I hope to ſee him Cong with 
xatters, like a Long-Lane penthouſe, or a gibbet-thief. 
A ſlander-mouth'd railer: I warrant the ſpendthrift 
prodigal's in debt as much as the million lottery, or 
the whole court upon à birth-day. ll ſpoil his ere- 

dit with his taylor. Ves, he ſhall have my niece with 
her fortune, he ſhall; Sn wt 3 2 
Fot. He! I hope to ſee him lodge in Ludgate 
firſt, and angle into Black-Fryars for braſs farthings, 
with an old mitten. N 284 
LAT. Ay dear Foible; thank thee for that, dear 
* 3 Foible. 
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Foible. He has put me out of all patience. I ſhall 


never recompoſe my features, to receive Sir Rowland 
with any ceconomy of face, This wretch has fretted 
me that I am abſolutely * Look Foible. 

Fo1s. Your lady ſhip has frown'd a little too raſhly, 
indeed madam. There are ſome cracks diſcernable in 
the white varniſh. | 

LAY. Let me ſee the glaſs—Cracks, ſay'ſt thou? 
Why I am arrantly flea'd—I look like an old peel'd 
wall. Thou muſt repair me, Foible, before Sir — 
land comes; or I ſhall never keep up to my picture. 

Fors. 1 warrant you, madam; a little art once 
made your picture like you; and now a little of the 
ſame art muſt make you like your picture. Your 
picture muſt fat for you, madam. 

Lapy. But art thou ſure Sir Rowland will not fail 
to come? Or will he not fail when he does come? Will 
he be importunate, Foible, and puſh? For if he 
ſhou'd not be importunate—T ſhall never break deco- 
rums— I ſhall die with confuſion, if I am forc'd to ad- 
vance—Oh no, I can never advance! ſhall ſwoon if 
he ſhould expect advances. No, I hope Sir Rowland 
is better bred, than to put a lady to the neceſſity of 
breaking her forms, I won't be too coy neither. 
I won't give him deſpair—But a little diſdain is not 
amiſs; a little ſcorn is alluring. 

Fors. A little ſcorn: becomes your ladyſhip. 

Lady. Yes, but tenderneſs —5 me beſt A 
ſort of a dy ingneſs - Vou ſee that picture has a fort of — 
Ha Foible? A ſwimmingneſs in the eyes— Ves, I'II 
look ſo—My niece affeQs it; but the wants features. 
Is Sir Rowland handſome? Let my toilet be remov'd— 


PH dreſgabove. I'll receive Sir Rowland here. Is he 
handſome ? Don't anſwer me. I won't know: I'll be 
ſurpriz d. I'll be taken by ſurprize. | 


01B, By ſtorm, madam. Sir Rowland's a briſk 
man. | — | 
LAP. Is he! O then he'll importune, if he's a 
briſk man. I ſhall ſave decorums if Sir Rowland im- 


portunes. I have a mortal terror at the apprehenſion 


of oftending againſt decorums. O Pm glad he's a briſk 


man. Let my things be remov'd, good Foible. 


* 
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C 


Mrs. FAINALL, FoiBLE. 


Foible, I have been in a fright, leſt 
I ſhou'd come too late. That devil, 
Marwood, ſaw you in the Park with Mirabell, and I'm 
afraid will diſcover it to my lady. 
Forts. Diſcover what, madam ? | 
Mrs. Fain. Nay, nay, put not on that ſtrange 
face. I am privy to the whole defign, and know that 
Waitwell, to whom thou wert this morning marry'd, 
is to perſonate Mirabell's uncle, and as ſuch, winni 
my lady, to involve her in thoſe difficulties from whic 
Mirabeli only muſt releaſe her, by his making his 
conditions to have my couſin and her fortune left to 
her own diſpoſal. 
For. O dear madam, F beg your pardon. It was 
not my confidence in your ladyſhip that was deficient ; 
but I thought the former good correſpondence between 
our ladyſhip and Mr. Mirabell, might have hinder'd 
his communicating this ſecret. 


Mrs. Fain, O 


Mrs. Fain. Dear Foible, forget that. Wb. 
Fors. O dear 3 Mr. — 1s ſuch a ſweet 
winni ntleman— But your ladyſhip is the pattern 
4 . lady, to be ſo good Mr. Mira- 
bell cannot chuſe but be grateful. I find your lady- 
ſhip has his heart ſtill. Now, madam, I can fafely 
tell your ladyſhip our ſucceſs, Mrs. Marwood had told 
my lady; but I warrant I manag'd myſelf. I turn'd 
it all for the better. I told my lady that Mr. Mira- 
bell rail'd at her. I laid hornd things to his charge, 
I'll vow; and my lady is ſo incens'd, that ſhe'll be 
contracted to Sir Rowland to- night, ſhe ſays; I War · 
rant I work'd her up, that he may have her for aſking 
for, as they ſay ofa Welch maiden-head. 


Mrs. FAIx. O rare Foible! 
Forts. Madam, I beg your ladyſhip to acquaint 
Mr. Mirabell of his ſucceſs. I would be ſeen as little 
as poffible-to ſpeak to him— beſides, I believe madam 
Marwood watches me,—She has a month's mind; but 
} know Mr. Mirabell can't abide her. Cal's] John— 
, 2 remove 


trade reer ET 
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remove my lady's toilet. Madam, your ſervant. My 
lady is ſo impatient, I fear ſhe'll come for me, if | 
ſtay. - | 

rs. Fain. Pl go with you up the back airs, leſt 
1 ſhou' d meet her. 


SC EN E VI. 
| Mrs. Makwoop alone. 


Mrs. Mar. INDEED, Mrs. Engine, is it thus with 
you? Are you become a go-betweert of 
this importance ? Yes, 1 ſhall watch you. Why this 
wench 1s the paſs-par-toute, a very maſter-key to every 
body's ſtrong box. My friend Fainall, have you car- 
*y'd itſo ſwrmmingly ? I thought there' was ſomething 
in it; but it ſeems it's over with you. Your loathin 
is not from a want of appetite then, but from a ſurfeit. 
Elſe you could never be ſo cool to fall from a princi 
to be an aſſiſtant ; to procure for him! A pattern of 


generoſity, that I confeſs, Well, Mr. Fainall, you 


ave met with your match,-O' man, man! woman, 
woman! The devil's an aſs: if I were à painter, I 
would draw him like an idiot, a driveler with a bib 
and bells. Man ſhou'd have his head and horns, and 
woman the reſt of him. Poor ſimple fiend ! madam 


Marwood has a month's mind, but he can't abide her 


—'Twere better for him you had not been his con- 
feſſor in that affair; without you could have, kept his 
counſel cloſer. I ſhall not prove another pattern of 
generofity—he has not oblig'd; me to that with thoſe 
exceſſes of himſelf; and now I'll have none of him. 
Here comes the good lady, > bay <5 with a heart 
full of hope, and a head full of care, like any ebymiſt 


upon the day of projection. 


e 

[To her] Lady WisHFoRT. 
Lap. O Dear Marwood, what ſhall I ſay for this 
TH. rude forgetfulneſs—But my dear friend is 
all goodneſs. EC: 
| Mrs. MAR. 
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Mrs. Mar. No apologies, dear madam. | I have 
been verywell entertain'd; oo 7 

Lapy. As I'm a perſon I am in a very chaos to 
think I ſhow'd ſo forget myſelf But I have ſuch an 
olio of affairs, really I know not what to do- Calks} 
—PFoible—l expect wy nephew Sir Wilfull ev'ry mo- 
ment too —Why Foible - He means to travel for im- 
provement. | 

Mrs. Marx. Methinks Sir Wilfull ſhou'd rather 
think of marrying than travelling at his years. I hear 
he is turn'd of forty. 8 e 
Lap. O he's in leſs danger of being ſpoil'd by his 
travels I am againſt my nephew's marrying too 
young. It will be time enough when he comes back, 
and has acquir'd diſcretion to chuſe for himſelf. 

Mrs. Maz. Methinks Mrs. Millamant and he 
wou'd make a very fit match. He may travel after- 
wards. Tis à thing very uſual with young gentle- 
LAP. I promiſe you I have thought on't—And. 
fince tis your judgment, P11 think on't again. I aſſure 
you I wi ;.1 value your judgment extremely. On 
my word I'll propoſe it. | we | 


o4b8.60 £1 NE IX. 
tis them] FotnuE.: » 
Lax. COME. come Foible—T had forgot my ne- 
make haſte. | "Fa 
Forts, Mr. Witwoud and Mr. Petulant are come to 
dine with your ladyſhip. | | | 
Lapy. O dear, I can't appear till T am dreſs'd. 


Dear Marwood ſhall I be free with you again, and beg 


ou to entertain em. Pll make all imaginable haſte. 
Dear friend, excuſe me. 


$-C.EN.E K. 


Mrs. Mazwoop, Mrs, MiLLamanT, Mixcixs. 


MILL. QURE never any thing was ſo unbred as that 


odious man, —Marwood, your ſervant. 
| | Mrs. Man. 


e 


phew will be here before dinner I muſt | 


Qu 2 


— 
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Mrs. MAR, You have a colour, what's the matter? 

MI I. That horrid fellow Petulant, has, proyok'd 
me into a flame] have broke my fan—Mincing, lend 
me yours; —is not all the powder out of my hair? 

Mrs. Manx. No. What has he done? 

MILL. Nay, he has done nothing; he has only 
talk*d—Nay, he has ſaid nothing — * but he has 
contradicted ev'ry. thing that has been ſaid. For m 
part, I thought Witwoud and he wou'd have quarrell'd. 

Mixc, I vow mem, I thought once they, wou'd 
„„ eee 1 

MILL. Well, 'tis a lamentable thing I ſwear, that 
one has not the liberty of chuſing one's acquaintance 
as one does one's cloaths. 3 er 

Mrs. MAR. If we had that liberty, we ſhou'd be as 
weary of one ſet of acquaintance, tho' never fo good, 
as we are of one ſuit, cho never ſo fine. A fool and 
a doily ſtuff wou'd now and then find days of grace, 

Dene,, /” 
Mir. I could conſent to wear 'em, if they wou'd 
wear alike; but fools neyer wear out They are ſuch 
drap-de-berry e ! Without one cou'd give em to 
one's chamber-maid after a day or two. * | 
Mrs. Max. Twere better ſo indeed. Or what 
think you of the play-houſe ? A fine gay gloſly fool 
ſhou'd be given there, like a new maſking habit, after 
the maſquerade is over, and we have done with the diſ- 
guiſe, For a fools viſit is always a diſguiſe ; and ne- 
ver admitted by a woman of wit, but to blind her af- 
fair with a lover of ſenſe, If you'd but appear bare- 
fac'd now, and own Mirabell, you might as eafil 
put off Petulant and Witwoud, as your hood and fark. | 
And indeed *tis time, for the town has found it: the 
ſecret is grown too big for the pretence : tis like Mrs. 
Primly's great belly; 3 lace it down before, 
but it burniſhes on her hips. Indeed, Millamant, you 
can no more conceal it, than my lady Strammel can 
her face, that gaodly face, which in defiance of her 
Rheniſh-wine tea, Will not be comprehended in a 


maſk. * _ 4 4 e , 
death, Marwood, you are more 


MILL. I'll take 


1 


cenſorious than a dee beauty, or a diſcarded toaſt; 
My avnr 
FEE 


Mincing, tell the ep oy may come up. 
„Vote Ihe, * Nr 


1 


* 
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5 E a. Manzwoop. 
Maia: TAE town has found it ! What has it found ? 


at Mirabell loves me is no more a ſe- 


eret, than it is a ſecret that you difcover'd it ro my 
aunt, or than. the reaſon why you e it is a 
ſecret. . 

Mrs. Man“ You are netti'd. | 

- Miz... You're miſtaken. Ridiculous ! 

Mrs. Manx. Indeed, my dear, you'll tear another 
ag if you don't mitigate thoſe violent airs. 

MILL. O filly ! Ha, ha, ha. I cou'd laugh im- 


moderately. Poor Mirabell I his conſtancy to me has 


2. deſtroy'd his complaiſance for all the world be- 
F fwear, I never enjoin'd it him, to be fo oy 

If Thad the vanity to think he wou'd obey me, I wou'd 
command him to ſhew more gallantry— Tie hardly 


Woll bred to be ſo particular on one and, and ſo in- 


{ 
8 


enfble on the other. But T deſpair to prevail, and ſo 

et him follow his own way. Ha. h ha, ha. Pardon me, 
dear. Creature, 1 muſt laugh, ha, * ha; tho 1 grant 
you tis a little barbarous, ha, ha, 

Mrs. Manx. What iy "tis, ſo — fine raillery, 
and deliver d with ſo fignificant (geſture, | ſhou'd be > 
unhappily n rected to wiſeary, 

Mir. Hz? Dear creatute, I aſk your pardon—F 
ſwear I did not mind you. 

Mrs. MAR. Mr. Mirabell and yon both may think 
it a thing Ampoſbble, when I ſhall tell him by telling 


=> Derne 


"Matti. O dear, whe for it is the ſame thitg, if 
I hear it Ha, ha, ba 


a Kit MAb, bet Atteſt him, Fate him SIRE! 


11. aan, why 155 do I And yet the crea- 

e laxes, me, ha, ha, ow can, one ſorhear 

Bas tothi WE 73 127 a iki tam not amaz'd 

ink What, 1 e ſee. i dme Tr take my death, I 
e handſomer ; e thin a Year or two' &5 
>= cond but a wor es frowd* £200 

— Lake 
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take you—But that cannot be— Well, that thought 
makes me melancholic- Now Ill be ſad. 

Mrs. Mak. Your merry note may be chang'd 
ſooner than ou think. 

M111. D'ye ſay ſo? Then I'm refoly'd I'll have a 
ſong to keep up my ſpirits, 


9 
=. 


** 
„ „4 
. 


E 


K N E Il. 
[To dn Mixcixs. Is 3 Hat ? 
Mine. THE gentlemen ſtay but to comb, madam, 


and will wait on you. 


MiLL, obs, Mrs.—that is in the next room, to 
Hog the ſong, I wou'd haye learnt. yeſterday. | You 
ſhall hear 1 1 n that there s any great mat- 

ter in t—But 'ris agreeable to my humour. 
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Set by Vir. Jeu Ee 


=— 


LEY 


gt = 


* 
& fo 


fro | Ion me | T1 9 


Kare but the frailty ofthe mind, ien 
When *tis not with ambition join'd; 3 
A ſickly flame, which if not "fed expires ; ** LY 
And feeding, * walkes: in {f-confurnng fires; (INE 


oli T H H. I. | , ng 


"Tie not to wound a wanton = cory fe 
or amꝰ rous youth, that gives joy; 14 
But 'tis che glory to have pierc'd a fwain, 


For whom inferior beauties ac vain. ” 7 
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e Whenanfulta rivalꝭs 41 
12 "If chars in love, tis when I ſee 
That heart ich others bleed for, ves oy me. 
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1 26 eas Peron, Wrnwdun.: N 


MiLL. IS your animoſity compos'd, entlemen? 

I Wir. Rafe, iller 3 we have 
no animoſity— We hit off a 'K tle wit now and then, 
but no animofity— The pling out of wits 1s like the 
falling out of lovers- e Agree in the main, like 
treble and baſs. Ha, Petulant! + 
Er. Ay in the main. —Rut When 1 have a humour 
to contradiẽt - My 
WIT. Ay, Alen he” has 4 bumcur to contradict, 
clien I contfadict tos What, I know my cue. Then 
We dontradiet one another like two batile-dores; for 
contradictions beget one/another like Jews. - © 

"Per. If he ſays black's black—If I have a — 
to ſay tis blue Let that paſs—AIF's one for that. If 
Thave a humour to prove it, it muſt be granted. - 


Wir. Not poſitively maſt.— But it © it may. 


PBT. Ves, it phy muſt, upon proof poſitive, 


Wir. Ay, upon proo poſitive it muſt ; but upon 
pow preſumpti ap it 3 Yo I a logical di- 


ation now) 7 8 am. 2 
rs. MA perceive wy de ales are of j import- 
ance, and 1755 learnedly han 
PET. Importance is one 9 we, pile by s ano- 
ther ; ; but a debate's a dahate, that I aſſert. 
WIr. Petulant's an e to ernigg; he relies 
altogether on his parts. 
PET. No, Tm bd" enemy to beating; z it hurts not 


me. 
Mre. PORE Tc v hr fried is fo enemy to 
Per. No, no, it's no enemy to any body, a them 


that have 1 It, SIT dupa 73 Tis 206016 ; 
Mir L. Well, an-fliterate: man's: drain, I 
wonder at the impudence of wrt e to offer 
to. make lor e“ bold et de lng 94ghn 15 06 
= 4 confeſs I aha Fg at too. 
ILL, to 1 an 1 that can hardly 
read or Write. £ 


2 pr. 


a 8 
' - 
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= Why fhould a man be any further from being 


d tho? he can't read, than he is from being 
dan The ordinary's paid for ſetting the Pfalm, 
and the pariſn- prieſt 5 reading the ceremony. 
for the reſt which is to follow in both caſes, a man 
may do it withoùt book—So all's one for that. 
MILL. Dye hear the creature? Lord, here's com- 
72. PII be gone. 
k 8 C'E'NE' Iv , 
Sir WrLFULL WiTwovpr in a riding-dreſs, Mrs. 
Manzwoop, PETULANT, WrTwoup, FO0TMAN, 


Wir. JN the name of Bartlemew and his fair, what 
have we here ? ; 
Mrs. MAR. Tis your hs arms I fancy. Don't 
Jou know him? 
per Not I—Yes, V think ir Is le Pee almoſt 
rgot him; I have nat ſeen him ſince the n 
oo r. Sir my lady's droſſing. Here Narr 
you pleaſe to walk in, in the mean time. 
Sir WIL. Dreſſing! What, it's but morning | here 
I warrant with you in London; we -ſhou'd-count it 
towards afternoon in our = down in Shropſhire— 
Why then belike my aunt han't din'd eri friend? 
Foor. Your aunt, Sir? 
Sir WIL. My aunt; Sir, yes my aunt, Sir, and 
your _ Sir; your lady is my aunt, Sir Why, 
what doft thou not KO me, friend? then ſend 
ſomebody hither that does. Hon ay chou Hd 
with thy lady, fellow, ha? 
Foor. A week, Sir; longer mau any body inthe i 
houſe, except my lady? s woman. | 
Sir W1L. Why then belike thou doſt not know:thy | 
lady, if thou feel he, ba, friend? 
ooT. Why truly Sir, I cannot ſafel ſwear to ber 
face in a morning, before ſhe is dreſs'd. Tis like I 
may give 5 ſhrewd gueſs at her by this time. 0 
ir WIL. Well, prithee try what thou can t do; 
if thou can'ſt not 15 enquire her out, 'do'ſt hear, 


fellow? And tell er nephew Bay" 11 Wits 
N wh is in the houſe: Phe 2 1 


= Poor. 
4 
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Poor. I ſhall, Sir. 
Sir WII. Hold ye, hear me, fiend; a r = 
7. in your ear, prithee who are theſe. gallants ? 

Foor. Really, Sir, I can't tell; here comes many 
— 48s han de know em all. 


TT 
* 


8 CC E N E 
Sir WrLFULL WrTwoup, PETULANT, Wirwovp, 
Mrs. ,Mazwoop, 


Sie Wir. OO this fellow knows leſs than a ſtar- 
| ling; I don't chink a knows his on name. 
©. Mrs. Max. [c. Witwoud, your brother is not be- 
hind hand in forgetfulneſs—T fancy he as * you 
too. 
Wir. T hope fo—The devil take bigs: that remem- 
vers firſt, I ſay... 1 
Sir Wir. Save you rentiemen ond lady. | 
Mre. Max. For ſhame, Mr, Witwoud;' why" wor t 
you ſpeak to him? —-And you, Os 
11 3 Petulant, ſpeax. N 
- PzT. And you, Sir, 
7 WIL. Ae 8 [Salutes Marwood, 
Mrs. Mag. No, ſure, Sir. 
Ir. _ dog, I ſee that already. No 
zoffende! Ha, ha, ha g 70 * ta him, Peulam, 
ſmoke him. 
bn n rn — 94 if you had cows journey, Bir; 


urveying ' 
85 Wa . Nery likely „Sir, W may e to. 
Ex. o-oifence, l hope, Si. 
Wir. Smoke the boots, the boot; Pervlant, the 


ha, ha. I obs 
c May be. nat, Sir; thereafter 8. 


„meant, Sir. 
Pet. Sir, 1 preſiunre-upen the informaioniof your 


boots. 
to Sir Wir. Wiby, tis Re vb may Sir il yon are 
not ſatisſ d with the information Sir, if 
mp hook . Wees may 1 further 
my ho | . Jo 
Pr. 4 005, $1 Your. horte tis Amade, Sir! 
Bir * L. Do you ſpeak by matt Bir? 
g Mrs. MAR. 


\ 
' 


oy» 
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Mrs. Max. The gentleman's merry, that's all, Sis 
3 ſhall have a quarrel betwixt an horſe and 


an aſs, before they find one another out. Vou muft 
not take any thing amiſs from your friends, Sir. 
You are among your friends, here, tho it may be you 
don't know it FT am not miſtaken, you are Sir Wil- 
full Witwoud. u | 
Sir WIL. Right, lady; I am Sir Wilfull Witwoud, 
fo I write myſelt; no offence to any body, I hope; 
and nephew to the Lady Wiſhfort of this manſion, 
Mrs. Mar. Don't you know this gentleman, Sir? 
Sir WII. Hum! what, ſure tis not—Yea by'r lady, 
but tis — Sheart I know not whether tis or no—Yea 
but ' tis, by the Rekin. Brother Antony 1 What Tony, 
faith ! What dot thou not know me ? by*rlady, nor 
I thee, thou art ſo becravated, and fo ACC 
*Sheart why do'ft not ſpeak ? Art thou o'erjoy*d 
Wir. Gale brother, is it you? Vour ſervant, bro- 
ther. 3 | 
Sir Wir. Your ſervant! why yours, Sir. Your 
ſervant again—'Sheart, and your friend and ſervant to 
that—And a- (D) and'a flap dragon for your ſer- 
vice, Sir; and a hare's foot, and ahare's ſeut for your 
ſervice, Sit; an you be ſo cold and io courtly ! | 
Wrr. No offence, | hope, brother. 77 
Sir WIL. Sheart, Sir, but there is, and much of- 
ſence.— A pox, is this your inns o court breeding, not 
to know your friends and your relations, your elders, 
and your betters ? | | 
iT. Why, brother Wilfull of Salop, you may be 
as ſhort as a Shrewſbury cake, if you pleaſe. ButT 
tell you *tis not modifh to know relations in town, 
You think you're in the country, where great lubberty 
brothers flabber and kiſs one another when they meet, 
like a call of ſerjeants—"Tis not the faſhion here; tis 
nat indeed, dear brother. i 
Sir WII. The faſhion's a fool; and you're a 
dear brother. Sheart, I've ſuſpected this By r 
1 conjectur'd you were a fop, fince you began to th 
the ftile of your letters, and write in à ſerap of pa 
gilt round the edges, no bigger than 3 ma, 
might expect this when you left off honour'd bn t 
and hoping you are in good health, anda fqrth<T 
begin wich a rat me, knight, I'm fo ne, ef laft 
K.. | - . nights 


Va, 


x 
„ 


* 
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ight's debauch—O'ds heart, and then tell a- familiar 
tale of a cock and a bull, and a whore and a bottle, 
and ſo. conclude—Y ou cou'd- write news before you 
were out of your time, when. you liv'd with honeſt 
Pumple-Noſe the attorney of Furnival's inn—You 


cou'd. intreat to be remember d then to your friends 


round the Rekin. We could have Gazettes then, and 
Dawks's letter, and the Weekly Bill, *till of late days. 
PET. 'Slife, Witwoud, were you ever an attor- 


8 clerk ? Of the family of the Furnivals. Ha, 
f | 


Wir. Ay, ay, but that was but for a while. Not 
long, not long; pſhaw, I was not in my own power 
then. An orphan, and this fellow was my guardian; 
ay, ay, I was glad to conſent to that man to come to 
London. He had the diſpoſal of me then. If I had 
not agreed to that, I might have been bound *prentice 
to à te 


t- maker in Shrewibury; this fellow would have 


bound me to a maker of felts. | 
Sir Wiz. Sheart, and better than to be bound to a 
maker of fops; where, I ſuppoſe, you have ſerv'd your 
time, and now you may ſet up for yourſelf. _ | 
Mrs. Mak. You intend to travel, Sir, as I'm in- 
form d. 33 | | 

Sir WIL. Belike I may; madam. I may chance to 
ſail upon the ſalt ſeas, if my mind hold. . 
Px r. And the wind ſerve. | 

Sir WII. Serve or not ſerve, I ſhan't aſk licence of 
you, Sir; nor the weather-cock your companion. I 
dire& my diſcourſe to the lady, Sir; *tis like my annt 
may have told you, madam— Yes, I have ſettled my 
concerns, I may ſay now, and am minded to ſee fo- 
reign parts. If an how that the peace holds, whereby 
that is taxes abate. ; EF 
Mrs. Max. I thought you had deſigned for France 
at all adventures. | 


Sir WIL. I can't tell that; tis like I may, and tis. | 


like I may not. I am ſomewhat dainty in making a 
xelolution—becauſe when I make it I keep it. I don't 
Nand ſhill-T,. ball I, then; if 1 fay'r, 'i do't : but 

have thoughts to tarty a {mall matter in town, to 
learn t of your lingo firſt, before I croſs the 


bl 
5 


eas. 14 idly. have a ſpice of your French, as they 
ay »  Wherefy to hold diſcourſe in ſoreign countries. 
Ant 2 > 125 Mrs. MAX. 
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Mrs. Max, Here's an academy in town for that 


Sir WIL. There is? 'Tis like there may. 
Mrs. 1 No doubt you will return very much 
improv'd. | : | 1 

|; IT, Yes, refin'd like a Dutch ſkipper from a 


whale-fiſhing. 


SCENE XVI. 
[CT then] Lady WisHrForT and FAINALL. 


Lapv. N Ephew, you are welcome. 
| Sir WIL. Aunt, your ſervant, 
Fax. Sir Wilfull, your mok faithful ſervant. 
Sir WII. Coufin Fainall, give me your hand. 
Lavy. Couſin Witwoud, your ſervant; Mr. Pe- 
tulant, your ſervant—Nephew, you are welcome a- 
gain. ill you drink any thing after your journey, 
nephew, before you eat? Dinner's almoſt ready. _ 
ir Wit, I'm very well I thank you aunt—How- 
ever, I thank you for your. courteous offer. Sheart, 
T was afraid you wou'd have been in the faſhion too, 
and have remember'd to have forgot your relations, 
Here's your coufin Tony, belike, I mayn't call him 
brother, for fear of offence. 8 
Lapy. O he's a rallier, nephew—My coufin's a 
wit: and your great wits always rally their beſt friends 
to chuſe. When you have been abroad, nephew, 
you'll underſtand raillery better, 1 | 
Ks | [ Fain. and Mrs. Marwood talk apart. 
Sir WII. Why then let him hold his tongue in the 
mean time; and rail when that day comes. | 


. 


1 


SCENE XV. 
[To then] Mixeixe. * 
Mixe. M EM, I come to acquaint your laſhip that 


dinner is impatient. 1 5 

Sir. WII. Impatient? Why then bel keit won't 

fay 'till I pull off my boots, Sweet-hea can you 
h OL, II. ; H + TY , EX help 

nm 
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* help me to a pait of flippers? My man's with his 


horſes, I warrant, 
LAP. Fie, fie, nephew, you wou'd not pull off 


ir hoots here—Go down into the hall Dinner ſhall 
| y for you—My nephew's a little unbred, you'll 
| 2 _ madam, —Gentlemen will you walk? 

arwood i 


Mrs. MAR. Pl! follow you, madam—before Sir 


Wilfull is ready. | 


Marwoop, FAINALL. 


Farn. WHY then Foible's a bawd, an errant, 
| 74 rank, match-making bawd. And I it 

ſeems am a huſband, a rank hufband; and my wife 
a very errant, rank wife, —all in the Way of the 
World. Sdeath, to be a cuckold by anticipation, a 
cuckold in,embrio? Sure I was born with budding arit- 
lers like a young ſatyr, or a citizen's child, *S eath, 


to be out-witted, to be out-jilted—out-matrimony'd, 


If I had kept my ſpeed like a ſtag, twere ſomewhat, 
—but to crawl after, with my horns like a ſnail, and 
be out-ſtripp'd by.wy wife tis ſcurvy wedlock, 
Mrs. Man. hen ſhake it off, you have often 
wiſh'd for an opportunity to part ;—and now you have 
it. But firſt prevent their 10 ä 
mant's fortune is too conſiderable to be parted with, 
to a foe, to Mirabell. | | | 
FIN. Damn him, that had been mine—had you 
not made that fond diſcovery —That had been forfeit- 
ed, had they been married. My wife had added luſ- 
tre to my horns, by that increaſe of fortune, I cou'd 
have worn *em tipt with gold, though my forchead 
had been furnifh'd like a deputy-lieutenant's hall. 
Mrs. Max. They may prove a cap of maintenance 
o you frill, if you can away with your wife. And 
= A. an when mo” ao pars dare ſwear 
ad-given up her game, before ſhe was marry'd. . 
A Ha! Rust waz be. a i 
1 Mrs, Me. You married her to keep you; and if 
£4 you can trive to have her keep you better than J0p 
N expedcd,” why ſhould you not keep her longer 


d ? Fain, 
\ 


bu 


® 


ot, —the half of Milla- 


The Way of the Won r p. 55 
Faix. The means, the means. 


- 


Mrs. MAR. Diſcover to my lady your wife's con- 
duct; threaten to part with her My lady loves 
der, and will come to any compoſition to ſave her re- 


putation. Take the opportunity of Bi fg? juſt 
1 


| upon the diſcovery of this impoſture. M 


be enrag'd beyond bounds, and facrifice niece, and 

fortune, and all at that conjuncture. And let me a- 

lone to keep her warm; if ſhe ſhow'd flag in her part, 

Iwill not fail to prompt her. r 
Fain. Faith this has an appearance. 


Mrs. MAR, I'm forry I hinted to my lad to endea- 


chat may be an obſtacle.  . 
Fain. O for that matter leave me to manage him; 
Pl diſable him for that—he will drink like a Dane; 


vour a match between Millamant and Sir Wilfull, 


1441 
To 


after dinner I'll ſet his hand in. 


Mrs. MAR. Well, how do you ſtand affected to- 
wards your lady? 1 8 
Fain; Why faith I'm thinking of it. —Let me ſee 
— am marry'd already; ſo. thats:over—My wite has 
plaid the jade with me Well, that's over tovo—l ne- 


ver lov'd her, or if I had, why that wou'd have been 
over too by this, time—Jealous of her I cannot bye for 


L am certain; ſo there's an end of jealouſy, eary 
of her, I am and ſhall be No, there's no end of that; 
no, no, that were too much to hope. Thus far con- 
cerning my repoſe. Now for my reputation, —as to 
my own, I marry'd not for it; ſo that's out of the 


8 as to my part in my wiſe's why ſhe 


ad parted with her's before; ſo — 2 none to me, 
ſhe can take none from me; *tis againſt all rule of play, 
8 I ſhould loſe to one, who has not wherewithal to 
ake. | -; 
Mrs. MAR. Beſides, you forget, marriage is ho- 
nourable. 


Fain, Hum! Faith and that's well thought on; 


marriage is honourable, as you ſay; and if ſo, where- 
fore ſhould cuckoldom be a diſcredit, being deriv'd' 


from ſo honourable a root ? ( 


Mrs. MAR. Nay I know not; if the root be ho- 


nourable, why not the branches ? 


_ Fain. So, ſo, why this point's clear.- Well, how 
do we proceed ? | 0 


3 
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Mrs. MAR. I will contrive a letter which ſhall: be 
deliver'd to my lady at the time when that raſcal who 
is to act Sir Rowland is with her. Tt ſhall come as from 
an unknown hand—for the leſs I appear'to know of the 
truth, che better I can play the incendiary, Beſides, 

J wow'd not have Foible provok'd if L could help it, — 
cauſe you know ſhe knows ſome paſſages —Nay I ex- 
pect all will come out But let the mĩne be ſprung firſt, 
and then I care not if I am diſcover ec. 
Fain. If the worſt come to the worſt, —Pl' turn 


=7; wife to graſs—T have already a deed of ſettlement 
of the beſt part of her eſtate; which I wheadl'd out 


of her; and that you ſhall partake at leaſt. 
Mrs. Max. I hope you are convinc'd that J hate 
Mirabell now: you'll be no more jealous ? 
Fax. Jealous, no,—by this kifs—let huſbands be 
jealous ; but let the lover ftill believe : or if he doubt, 
et 1t be only to endear his pleaſure, and prepare the 
joy that follows, when he proves his miſtreſs true, 
Bat let huſbands doubts convert to endleſs jealouſy ; 
or if they have belief, let it corrupt to ſuperſtition; 
and blin 8 I am fingle, and will herd no 
more with ein: True, I wear the badge, but I'M 
diſown the order. And fince I take my leave of em 
I care not if I leave em à common motto to their 
common creſt. [FIT NA Sans Bb 


All huſbands muſt, or pain, or ſhame, endure ; - 
The wiſe too jealous are, fools too ſecure, 


End of the Tulip Acr. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I 
SCE NE continues, 


Lady WisHFORT and FOIBLE. 


Lavpy. 


S Sir Rowland coming ſay'ſt thou, Foible? and are 

things in order ? 

Folz. Yes, madam, I have put wax-lights in the 
ſconces, and plac'd the footmen in a row 1n the hall, 
in their beſt liveries, with the coachman and poſ- 
tilion to fill up the equipage. 2 

Lapy. Have you pullvill'd the coachman and poſ- 
tilion, that they may not ſtink of the ſtable, when 


Sir Rowland comes by * 


For. Yes, madam. : 

LApv. And are the dancers and the muſic ready, 
that he may be entertain'd in all points with correſpon- 
dence to his pafhon ? 

Forts. All is „ madam. 

LA DV. And—well—and how do I look, Foible? 
Forts. Moſt killing well, madam, | 
Lapy. Well, and how ſhall I receive him? In 

what figure ſhall J give his heart the firſt impreſſion ? 
There 1s a great deal in the firſt impreſſion. Shall I 
fit ?—No, I won't fit—Pll walk—ay Pll walk from 
the door upon his entrance; and then turn full upon 
him—No that will be too ſudden, I'll lye—ay, I'II 
lye down—P'll receive him in my little dreffing-room, 
there's a couch—Yes, yes, I'll give the firſt impreſſion 
on a couch] won't lie neither, but loll and lean upon 


one elbow; with one foot a little dangling off, jogging 


in a thoughtful way—Yes—and then as ſoon as he ap- 

ars, ſtart, ay, ftart and be ſurpriz'd, and riſe to meet 
m in a pretty diforder—Yes—O, nothing is more 
alluring than a levee from a couch in ſome confuſion— . 
Tt - ſhews the foot to advantage, and fiirniſhes with 
bluſhes, and N airs beyond cofapariſon. 
art there's a coach. | *. 

1 . . . 
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Foris. Tis he, madam. 

Lapy. O dear, has iny nephew made his addreſſes 
to Millamant ? I order'd him. | 

Forts. Sir Wilfull is ſet in to drinking, madam, in 
the parlour. 


Lapy. Ods my life, L'Il ſend him to her. Call her 
down, Foible; bring her hither. I'll ſend him as I 


o —When they are together, then come to me Foi- 
le, that I may not be too long alone with Sir Rowland, 


CB N.KE I, * 
Mrs. MiLLamanT, Mrs. FAINALL, FoiBLE, 


Foz. MA DAM, I ſtay'd here, to tell ypur lady- 
ſhip that Mr. Mirabell has waited this 
half hour for an opportunity to talk with you. Tho? 
my lady's orders were to leave you and Sir Wilfull 
8 Shall I tell Mr. Mirabell that you are at 
eiſure | e "1 
. Mir. No What wou'd the dear man haye? Tan 
Deen and wou'd amuſe myſelf— bid him com 
another time. | | 
There never yet was woman made, | 
Not ſhall, but to be curs'd, | 
| Repeating aud walking about, 
That's hard! 


Mrs. Faw. You are very fond of Sir John Suck- 
ling to-day, Millamant, and the poets. 
| — e? ay, and filthy verſes So I am. 
Fog. Sir, Wilfull is coming, madam. Shall I ſend 
Mr. Mirabell away? a 3 
MILL. Ay, if you pleaſe, Foible, ſend him away 
Dor ſend him hither—juft as you will, dear Foible.— 
I think I'll ſee him—ShallI? Ay, let the wretch come. 
Thuyrſis, a-youth of the inſpir'd N e 
Dear Fainall, entertain Sir Wilfull— Thou haſt philo- 
phy to undergo a fool, thou art marry'd and haſt pa- 
tience—I would confer with my own thoughts. 
Mrs. Fain. I am oblig d to you, that you would 


, 


make me yo proxy-in this affair; but I haye buſi - 


nels *. un, 00 
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Nn 
[To them.] Sir WII VII. 


Mrs. Fain, O Sir Wilfull; you are come at the 
ed eritical inſtant. There's your miſ- 
treſs up to the ears in love and contemplation, purſue 
your point, now or never. 
Sir WIL. Yes; my aunt will have it ſo—I would 
gladly have been encourag'd with a bottle or two, be- 
cauſe I'm fomewhat wary at firſt, before I'm ae- 


f Fs This while Milla, walks about reteating to her- 
uf 


But 1 hope, after a time, I ſhall break my mind 
—that is upon further acquaintance—So for the pre- 
fent, couſin, III take my leave—If ſo be youll be ſo 
kind to make my excuſe, I'll return to my company 

Mrs. Fain, Orſie, Sir Wilfull ! What, you muſt 
not be daunted. | 

Sir W1L. Daunted, no, that's not it, it is not ſo 
much for that—for if ſo be that I ſet on't, I'll do't. 
But only for the preſent, *tis ſufficient *till further ac- 
quaintance, that's all—your ſervant. 
Mrs. Faix. Nay, Pl ſwear you fhall never loſe ſo 
fayourable an opportunity, if I can help it. I'll leave 
you together, and Jock the door. 


3 Ch Ee I 
Sir W1LFULL, MILLAMANT. 


Sir WII. N A V, nay coufin——lT have forgot my 
2.4 N loves—What d'ye do? — bl 
lock'd the door indeed, I think Nay, couſin Fainall, 
n the door —Pſhaw, what a vixon trick is this ?— 
ay, now a'has ſeen me too Couſin, I made bold to 
paſs thro? as it were think this door'senchanted— _ 
MILL. | repeating. } Feet gr 356 
I prithee ſpare me, gentle boy, 
Preſs me no mort for that ſly tor. 
Sir WII. Anan? Covufin, your ſervant Þ 
Mrz. — That fooliſh: trifle of a heart 
——dir Wilfull! n! . 


f —— 


3 | PE — 7 
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Sir WII. Yes—your ſervant. No offence I hope, 
_ | N ne. - 

ILL. | repeating. 

I Nas 2 will nde do it's part, 

'Tho? thou doſt thine, employ'f thy power and art, 
Natural, eaſy Suckling ! r 
Sir WIL. Anan? Suckling? No ſuch ſuckling nei- 
ther, couſin, nor ſtripling: I thank heav'n Pm no 
minor. 3 


MILL. Ah ruſtic, ruder than Gothic. | 


* 


Sir WIL. Well, well, I ſhall underſtand your lingo 


one of theſe days, couſin, in the mean while I muſt 
anſwer in plain Engliſh. 


MILL. Have you any buſineſs with me, Sir Wil- 


Full ? | To 
Sir WII. Not at preſent, coufin—Yes, I made bold 
to ſee, to come and know if that how you were diſ- 
od to fetch a walk this evening, if ſo be that I might 
not be troubleſome, I would have fought a walk with 


u. | 
_— A walk ! what then? "PO 

Sir WIL. Nay nothing—only for the walk's ſake; 
that's all—- | 74A 

M1LL. I nauſeate walking; tis a country diverſion, 
I loath the country and every thing that relates to it. 

Sir WIL. Indeed! Hah! Look ye, look ye, you 
do? Nay, tis like you may—Here are choice of paſ- 
times here in town, as plays and the like, that muſt be 
confeſs'd indeed, — 

MILL. Ah Petourdie ! I hate the town too. 

Sir WIL. Dear heart, that's much—Hah! that you 
ſhould hate em both! Hah! 'tis like you may; there 
are ſome can't reliſh the town, and others can't away 
with the country Tis like you may be one of thoſe, 
couſin, 
MILL. Ha, ha, ha. Yes, tis like I may,—You 
Have nothing further to ſay to me? . 
Sir WII. Not at preſent, couſin. Tis like when I 
have an opportunity to be more private I may break 
my mind in ſome meaſure -I conjecture you partly 

eſs How ver that's as time ſhall try But ſpare to 
— and ſpare to ſpeed, as they ſay. 1 
it is of no great importance, Sir Wilfoll, 


Mi1L, 
7 you 


* 
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ou will oblige me to leave me: I have juſt now a 
firtle bufineſs, | 

Sir WIL. Enough, enough, couſin: yes, yes, all a 
caſe—— When you're diſpos'd, when you're diſpos'd. 
Now's as well as another time; and another time as 
well as now. All's one for that—Yes, yes, if your 
concerns call you, there's no hafte ; it will keep cold 


as they ſay—Coufin, your ſervant, I think this door's 
lock'd. 


MILL. You may go this way, Sir. 
Sir WII. Your ſervant, then with your leave I'll 
return to my company. 
MILL. Ay, ay; ha, ha, ha. 
Like Phoebus ſung che no leſs am'rous boy, 


a s EN E v. 
| 
1 - MILLAMANT, MIRABELL. 
Mis. —f IKE Daphne ſhe, as lovely and as coy. 
3 Do you lock yourſelf up from me, to 
make my ſearch more curious ? Or is this pretty arti- 
7 fice contriv'd, to ſignify that here the chace mult end, 
: and my purſuit be crown'd, for you can fly no further ? 
2 MILL. Vanity! No- I'll fly and be follow'd to the 
2 laſt moment, tho' I am upon the very verge of matri- 
© mony, I expect you ſhould ſolicit me as much as if I 
were wavering at the grate of a monaſtery, with one 
foot over the threſhold, Pl be ſolicited to the very 
8 laſt, nay and afterwards. | | - 
0 Mix. What, after the laſt ? | | 
y MiLL. O, I ſhould think I was poor and had no- 
e, thing to beſtow, if I were reduc'd to an inglorious 


eaſe ; and freed from the agreeable fatigues of wlici- | 
wu tation, 1 | "Bi 
Mik. But do not you know, that when favours are 


1 conferr'd * inſtant and tedious ſolicitation, chat 
ak they diminiſh in their value, and that both the giver 
ly loſes the grace, and the receiver leſſens his pleaſure. 
to MiLL, It may be in things of commo#s application; 
but never ſure in love. O, I hate a lcyer, that can 
U dare to think he draws a moment's air, ingependant 
_ on the bounty of his miſtreſs. There is n fo impu- 
VOL. II. I dent 
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dent a thing in nature, as the ſaucy look of an aſſured 
man, confident of ſucceſs. The pedantic arrogance 
of a very huſband, has not ſo pragmatical an air. Ah! 
PI never marry, unleſs Iam firſt made ſure of my will 
and pleaſure. 
Mix. Would you have 'em both before marriage? 

Or will you be contented with the firſt now, and ſtay 
for the other *till after grace ? 

MILL. Ah don't be impertinent My dear liberty, 
ſhall 1 leave thee? My faithful ſolitude, my darling 
contemplation, muſt I bid you then adieu ? Ay-h adieu 
— My morning thoughts, agreeable wakings, indolent 
flumbers, all ye douceurs, ye ſomeils du matin, adieu 
AI can't do't, 'tis more 125 impoffible Poſitively 
— l' lye a-bed in a morning as long as [ 

leaſe. | 
y 8 Then I'll get up in a morning as early as I 

caſe. 
K MILL. Ah! idle creature, get up when you will 
And d'ye hear, I won't be call'd names after Pm 
marry'd; poſitively I won't be call'd names. 7 

Mix. Names! 

MIL I. Ay, as wife, ſpouſe, my dear, joy, jewel, love, 
ſweet-heart, and the reſt of that nauſeous cant, in 

which men and their wives are fo fulſomely familiar—I 
ſhall never bear that Good Mirabell don't let us be fa- 
miliar or fond, nor kiſs before folks, like my lady 

Fadler and Sir Francis; nor go to Hide- park together 
the firſt Sunday in a new chariot, to provoke eyes and 
whiſpers ; and then never be ſeen there together again; 
as if we were proud of one another the firſt week, and 
aſham'd of one another ever aftet, Let us never viſit 
together, nor go to a play together, but let us be very 
ſtrange and well bred: let us be as ſtrange as if we had 
been marry'd a great while; and as well bred as if we 
were not marry'd at all.” | 

Mix. Have you any more conditions to offer? Hi- 
therto your demands are pretty reaſonable, 

MILL. Trifles—As liberty to pay and receive viſits 
to and from whom I pleaſe z to write and receive let- 
ters, without interrogatories or wry faces on your part; 
to wear wha" pleaſc ; and chuſe converſation with re- 
gard only te my own taſte ; to have no obligation upon 
ine to c erſe with wits that I don't like, becauſe 


they 


r a SE a I ns 
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they are your acquaintance; or to be intimate with 
Fools, becauſe they may be your relations. Come to 
dinner when I pleaſe, tine in my drefſing-room when 
I'm out of humour, without giving a reaſon. To have 
my cloſet inviolate; to be ſole empreſs of my tea-table, 
which you muſt never preſume to approach without firſt 
aſking leave. And laſtly, where-ever I am, you ſhall al- 
ways knock at the door before you come in. Theſe ar- 
ticles ſubſcrib'd, if I continue to endure you a little 
longer, I may by degrees dwindle into a wife. 

Mix. Your bill of fare is ſomething advanc'd in 
this latter account. Well, have I liberty to offer 
conditions — That when you are dwindled into a wife, 
I may not be beyond meaſure enlarg'd into a huſband. 

Mir. You have free leave, propoſe your utmoſt, 
ſpeak and ſpare not. 

Mik. I thank you. Imprimis then, I covenant 
that your acquaintance be general ; that you admit no 
ſworn confident, or intimate of your own ſex; no ſhe 
friend to ſkreen her affairs under your countenance, 


and tempt you to make trial of a mutual ſecreſy. No 
decoy-duck to wheedle you a fop—ſcrambling to the 


play in a maſk—then bring you home in a pretended 
fright, when you think you ſhall be found out—and 
rail at me for miſſing the play, and diſappointing the 
frolick which you had to pick me up and prove my 
conſtancy. | 
M1LL1. Deteſtable imprimis ! I go to the play in a 
maſk ! | 
Mis. Item, I article, that you continue to like 
your own face, as long as I ſhall: and while it paſſes 
current with me, that you endeavour not to new coin 
it, To which end, together with all vizards for the 


day, I prohibit all maſks for the night, made of oil- 


ſkins and I know not what—hog's bones, hare's gall, 

ig- water, and the marrow of a roaſted cat. In ſhort, 
i orbid all commerce with the gentlowoman in what- 
d'ye-call it court. Item, I ſhut my doors againſt all 
bawds with baſkets, and penny-worta's of muſlin, 


china, fans, atlaſſes, &c,—Item, when you ſhall be 


breeding 
Mir. Ah! name it hot. 1 n 
Mis. Which may be preſum'd, with a pleſfing on 


our endeavQuis— 


q 
$ 
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MIL. Odious endeavours ! 

Mix, I denounce againſt all ſtrait lacing, ſqueezing 
for a ſhape, till you mould my boy's head like a ſugar- 
loaf; and inſtead of a man-child, make me father to 
a crooked-billet. Laſtly, to the Jeminion of the tea- 
table I ſubmit—but with proviſo, that you exceed 
not in your province; but reſtrain yourſelf to native 
and ſimple tea- table drinks, as tea, chocolate, and 
coffee, As likewiſe to genuine and authoriz'd tea- 
table talk — Such as mending of faſhions, ſpoili 1 
tations, railling at abſent Fiends, and ſo forth ut 
that on no account you encroach upon the men's pre- 
rogative, and preſume to drink healths, or toaſt fel- 
lows z for prevention of which, I baniſh all foreign 
forces, all auxiliaries to the rea-table, as orange- 
brandy, all anniſeed, cinamon, citron and Barbado's 
waters, he ee) with ratafja and the moſt noble ſpirit 
of clary. But for cowſlip-wine, poppy-water, and all 
dormitives, thoſe I allow. Theſe proviſo's admitted, 
in other things I may prove a tractable and complying 
huſband. 

MIL I. O horrid proviſo's! filthy &rong waters! I 
eve) fellows, odious men! I hate your odious pro- 
viſo's. 


Mi. Then we're a 1 Shall I kiſs your 7-8 


upon the contract? and here comes one to do w 
to — e of the deed. | / 


SCENE: VI. 


[To FR 7 Mrs. FAINALL.' 


Mats.  AINALL, what ſhall I do? ſhall I have 
him? I think I muſt have him. 

8 FAIN. Ay, ay take . take him, what 
ſhou d you do? 
| * * L. Well then—I'll take my leah Im in a ber- 

rid fright—Fainall, 1 ſhall never ſay Roe] think 
Il endure you. 

Mrs. Falx. Fy, fy, have him, have die, and tell 
him ſo in Plzin terms: for I am ſure you have a mind 
to — | 

n Fre you ? 1 think I have—and the horrid 
man look; 4s if he — ſo — you ridicu- 
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tous thing you, I'll have you—l won't be kiſs'd, nor 
1 won't be thank'd—Here kiſs my hand tho. 80, 
hold your tongue now, don't ſay a word. 

Mrs, Fain. Mirabell, there's a neceſſity for your 
obedience;—you have neither time to talk nor ſtay, 
My mother is coming; and in my conſcience if ſhe 


ſhou'd ſee you, wou'd fall into fits, and may be not 


recover time enough to return to Sir Rowland ; who, 
as Foible tells me, is in a fair way to ſucceed. There- 
fore ſpare your extaſies for another occaſion, and flip 


down the back ſtairs, where Foible waits to conſult 


ou. 

MILL. Ay, go, go. In the mean time I ſuppoſe 
you have ſaid ſomething to pleaſe me. 

MI. I am all obedrence. yr 


S8 EN E . 
M1LLAMANT, Mrs. FAINALL 


Mrs. FAix. Y ONDER Sir Wilfull's drunk; and 
ſo noiſy that my mother has been 
forc'd to leave Sir Rowland to appeaſe him ; but he 
anſwers her only with finging and drinking—What 
they may have done by this time I know not; but 
Perulant and he were upon quarrelling as I came by. 
MILL. Well, if Mirabell ſhould not make a good 
huſband, I am a loft thing ;——for I find I love him 
violently. e | 
Mrs. Fain. So it ſeems ; for yon mind not what's 
faid to you.—If you doubt him, you had beſt take up 
with Sir Wilfull. . | 
| Mitt. How can you name that ſuperannuated lub- 


S OG EN E VII 
% 1. . RA » 
\ [To them.] WiTwovud from drinking. 
Mrs. FA TA GO, is the fray made up, that you have 


| left em? 5» | 
Wir. Left 'em? I could ſtay no longer -I have 
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If I had ſtaid any longer I ſhould have burſt—T muſt 
have been let out and piec'd in the ſides like an un- 
ſiz' d camlet—Yes, yes, the fray is compos'd ; my la- 
dy came in like a noli proſequi, and ſtopt the-proceed- 
ings. | 
ILE. What was the diſpute ? 
Wir. That's the jeſt; there was no diſpute. They 
could neither of em ſpeak for rage; and ſo fell a 
ſputt'ring at one another like two roaſting apples. 


WY A, ww yy bw, wed 


; nn m. 


[Tothem] PzTULANT drunk. 


Wir. N OW Petulant ? all's over, all's well? Gad 

my head begins to whim it about Why 
doſt thou not tpeak ? thou art both as drunk and as 
mute as a fiſh. 

PET. Look you, Mrs. Millamant—if you can love 
me, dear nymph=— ſay it—and that's the concluſion 
paſs on, or paſs off that's all. 12 
WIr. Thou haſt utter'd volumes, folios, in leſs 
than decimo ſexto, my dear Lacedemonian. Sirrah, 
Petulant, thou art an epitomizer of words. 

PET. Witwoud—you are an annihilator of ſenſe. 

Wir. Thou art a retailer of phraſes; and doſt deal 
in remnants of Ants, — 8 of pincuſhions 
thou art in truth (metaphorica aking) a ſpeaker 
of ſhort- hand. 0 3 

- PET. Thou art (without a figure) juſt one half of 
an aſs, * thy half-brother, is the 
reſt· A gemini of aſſes ſplit, would make juſt four of 

Ou. F | 
: Wir. Thou doſt bite, my dear muſtard-ſeed ; kiſs 
me for that. | 

PET. Stand off—I'll kiſs no more males—T have 
kiſs'd your twin yonder in a humour of reconciliation, 
"till he (bicewp) riſes upon my ſtomach like a raddiſh. 

M1Lz. Eh! filthy creature—what was the quarrel? 

Pr. There was no quarrel—there might have been 


a quarrel. © 

Wir. If there had been words enow between 'em to 
have — d provocation, they had gone together by 
the ears Ii a pair of caſtan es. 5 


j 1608 2 PET. 
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PRT. You were the quarrel. 

MILL. Me! | 

PET. If I have a humour to quarrel, I can make 
leſs matters conclude premiſes—If you are not hand- 
ſome, what then, if 1 have a humour to prove it ?— 
If I thall have my reward, ſay ſo; if not, fight for 
your face the next time yourſelf—P'll go fleep. 

Wir. Do, wrap thyſelf up like a woodlouſe, and 
dream revenge—And hear me, if thou can'ſt learn to 
write by to-morrow morning, pen me a challenge— 
Ill carry it for thee. 

PET. Carry your miſtreſs's monkey a ſpider—go 
flea dogs, and read romances I'll goto-bed to my maid. 

Mrs. Fain. He's horridly drunk—How came you 
all in this pickle ? 

Wir. A plot, a plot, to get rid of the knight 
Your huſband's advice; but he ſneak'd off. . 


SSN 


Sir WILFULL drunk, Lady WIsHroxr, WiTwoun, 
MiLLAM ANT, Mrs. FALIN ALL. 


LaDy. OU upon't, out upon't, at years of diſcre- 
tion, and comport l at this ranti- 

pole rate. 

Sir WII. No offence, aunt. a 

Lapy. Offence! As I'm. a perſon Pm aſham'd of 
you—Fogh!. how you ſtink of wine! D'ye think my 
niece will ever endure ſuch a Borachio ! you're an ab- 
ſolute Borachio ! 

Sir WII. Borachio ! | 

Lapy. At a time when you ſhou'd commence an 
amour, and put your beſt foot foremoſt 

Sir WIL. Sheart, an you grudge me your liquor, 
make a bill—Give me more drink, and take my purſe. 


* { Sings, ] Prithee fill me the glaſs 5 


*Till it laugh in my face, 
With ale that is potent and mellow ; 
He that whines for a las 
Is an ignorant aſs, . 
For a bumper has not it's fellow. 
6 1 X 1 * Zut 


% 
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But if you wou'd have me marry my couſin - ſay the 
word, and I'll do't—Wilfull will do't, that's the word 
mdf will do't, that's my creft—my motto I have 
| t. 
ADY. My nephew's a little overtaken, couſin but 
'tis with drinking your health O' my word you are 
oblig' d to him 
Sir Wir. In vino veritas, aunt :—If I drunk your 
health to-day, couſin I am a Borachio. But if you 
have a mind to be * ſay the word, and fend 
for the piper, Wilfull will do't. If not, duſt it away, 
and let's have t'other round Tony, ods-heart where's | 
Tony —Tony's an honeſt fellow, but he ſpits after a 
bumper, and that's a fault. | 


Sings. ] We'll drink and well never ha' done boys 
Put the glaſs then around with the ſun boys, 
Let Apollo's example invite us ; | 
For he's drunk ev'ry 1 
And that makes him ſo bright, 
| That he's able next morning to light us. 


The ſun's a good pimple, an honeſt ſoaker, he has a 
cellar at your Antipodes, Tf I travel, aunt, I touch 
at your Antipodes—your Antipodes are a good raſcally 
fort of topſy turvy fellows ——IFf I had a bumper Pd 
ſtand. upon my head and drink a health to em ——A 
match or no match, couſin, with the hard name— 
Aunt, Wilfull will do't. If ſhe has her maidenhead 
let her look to't ; if ſhe has not, let her keep her own 
counſel in the mean time, and cry out at the nine 
months end. | 

MILL. Your pardon, madam, I can ſtay no longer 
—Sir Wilfull grows very powerful, egh! how he 


ſmells! 1 ſhall be overcome if I ſtay. Come, couſin, 
on bed Moon Kd; A 
Lady Wiskrokr, Sir WILL Wirwoup, Mr. 7? 
Wrirwoup, Fork. 
LApv. SMEL.LS! he would poiſon a tallow-chand- ] 
ler and his family. Beaſtly creature, I ma 


know lot What to do with him.— Travel quoth-a; ay 
travel, travel, get thee gone, get thre but far enough, | 
Y . 4 "a * 8 ro Vo; 


* . 
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to the Saracens, or the Tartars, or tile Turks — for 
thou art a3 livezin a Chriſtian common-wealth, 
thou beaſtly P _ ö 
Sir WIL. rks, no; no Turks, aunt: your 
Turks are infidels, and believe not in the £ rape. Your 
| Mahometan, your Muffulman is a dry ſtinkard—No 
offence, aunt, My map fays that your Turk is not 
ſo honeſt a man as your Chriſtian—I cannot find by 
the map that your mufti is 'orthodox—Whereby it is a 
plain caſe, that orthodox is a hard word, aunt, and 
"{hiccup) Greek for claret. 57 4 . 
Io drink is a Chriſtian diverſion, 
Unknown to the Turk or the Perfiany: 
Let Mahometan fools 

Live by heatheniſh' rules,” 8 

And be Jia d over Amr and coffee, 

Bar let Britiſh fads fin | 

Crown a health to the Hor: 

And a fg f for your fultan' and y. 
Ak; Tony. [Foible 27 Lady W. 
Lapv. Sir Rowland impatient ! Good lack! what 
ſhall I do with this beaſtly tumbrill? Go he down 
and dee; vou ſot—Or, as I'm a perſon, In have you 
baſtinado'd with broomefticks. Call up the wenches 
with broonsMidks.” & l 
: Sir WII. Ahey! Wide eber are the wenches? 
—1 LAP. Dear coufin Witwoud get him away, and 


ad you will bind me to you inviolably. I have an affair 


un of moment that in me with ſome precipitation 
You will oblige me to all faturi 


what to ſay to eg! ill you go to a cock-match ? 
Sir WIL. With a wench, Tony? Is ſhe à ſhakes 
bag, firrah'?. Let me bite your.cheek for that. 
1T, Horrible! He has a breath like a ba pipe — 
AY, 1 come will you march, my Salopian ? 


J Aadbeah; m d ; a thou ſhaft be my 
Tantony ** Pl be | 
nd fig for your 4 Ed's and to hy. 
Labs This will never do. It will never ande 2 
match -t leaſt before” he has been abroad. BE FIR 


% 


WIT. C e, knight Pox un him 1 don't know 


ate . "OP 


2% Lead on, little Tony—PIL follow thee 


Ly 17 


4 
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Lady Wienkenr, ae Wee # br $i 


Lanr. R Sir re R onfc ane: 

D ER at e 10 * jet wi 
rudeneſ I haye more ae to an the pope 
diſtributes in the year of jubilee, But hope wher 
there is likely to by ſo near an alliance, —we may un- 


bend the 255 Q rens gfe with ⁊ lit - 


tle ceremon 

WairT. F Fb madam, 1s. Fe effect of 
my tran! play till I have pr path _ 
rable perſon, I am tantaliz'd an the 85 * but 


hang, madam, on the tenter of expecta 
bo. p- DY. You haye exceſs of gallantry, i . Rowland; 
da e things to a concluſion, with a moſt prevail- 
ing chemence—Bur 4 day; F MY: for word of 
marriag 582 
e For decenc fone pede The 
= will b 2 7 fff ae in : ; ih 
65 0 e LES, get an lin 


44 0 


the accom e Þ f your reve 
ſpect comp though he oe FS 


FO me. 
Wait, Perfidions ro y 


Lanx- O, Sir Nöte the yon that he ba dy'd 


. at my feet, the tears 1 ſhed, oa 
tha W e 4H Es 


- + the trances and the © lings, "the 121 the ec- 


ies, and the riſings, the hea heay- 
1 e ring the Ferear: 
tic regards of his N you? Oh no memory can 


| regiſter. 
2 Wan. 


ye 


tn; 
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War. What, my rival! Is the rebel my rival? 

a? dies. | : EY 4 S TW 

Lady. No, don't kill him at once, Sir Rowland, 
ſtarve him gradually inch by inch 

WAIT. I'll do't. In three weeks he ſhall be bare - 

foot; in a month out at knees with begging in alm 


he ſhall ſtarve upward and upward, till he has nothing 


living but his head, and then go out in a ſtink, like a 
candle's/end upon a ſavęe- all. 

Lapy. Well, Sir Rowland, you have the way 
You are no novice in the labyrinth of love—Y ou have 
the clue But, as I am a perſon, Sir Rowland, you 
muſt not attribute my yielding to any ſiniſter appetite, 
or indigeſtion of widowhood; not impute my compla- 
cency to any lethargy of continence—I hope you do 
not think nie prone to any iteration of nuptials.— 

Wait, Far be it from me Err: 

Lapy. If you do, I proteſt I muſt recede——or 
think that I have made a proſtitution of decorums, but 
in the vehemence of compaſſion, and to ſave the life 
of a perſon of ſo much importance— . : 

Wair, I eſteem it fo— — _— 

LADY. Or elſe you wrong my condeſcenfion— 

WAIT. I do not, I do not | 

Lavy. Indeed you do. 

WAIT. I do not, fair ſhrine of virtue. 

Lady. If you think the leaſt ſcruple of carnality 
was an ingredient— _ ; « SE 

War“ Dear madam,” no. You are all camphire 
and frankincenſe, all chaftity and odour, Stop: 

L'xvy.' Or that 


SCENE XU. 
[To them] Forts. 


Fors.)\qAdam,! the dancers are ready; and there's 
one with a letter, ho muſt deliver it into 
rern e e ee e e 

Lavpy. Sir Rowland, will you give me leave? 
Think favourably, — — and conclude. you 
have found a perſon * Id ſuffer: racks in hs: 
| "Do: - ..— , nour's 


47 
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nour's cauſe, dear Sir Rowland, and will wait on you 
inceſſantly. 3 5 b 


$ C EN'E"” XIV: 
WarTwELL, Folz. 


Wa IT. FIE: fie What a lavery haveT undergone! e 
* Spouſe, haſt thou any cordial? I want 
pirits. aye zb N fv amd” 
Fei. What a wafhy rogue art thou, to pant thus 
for a quarter of an hour's lying and ſwearing to a fine | 
lady $25; 292155; 152 reer expo. Souls nogtl 
ATT. O, ſhe is the antidote to defire. Spouſe, 
thou wilt fare the worſe for*t—I ſhall have no appe- - 
tite to iteration of nuptials—this eight and forty hours 
—By this hand I'd rather be a chairman in the dog- 
days=than act Sir Rowland 'till this time tocmor- 
TOW, Sb FRY * 7 . 
SCENE: 3 
[Te them] Lapy with a Letter, 


Lax. CALL in the. dancers —-Sir Rowiaud, we'll 
> fit, if you pleaſe, and fee the entertaig- 
ment. — a | ] Dance. 5 


Now, with your permiſſion, Sir Rowland; I will 


xeruſe my letter I would open it. in your. preſence, - 


decauſe 1 would not make you uneaſy. If it ſhould 
make you uneaſy I would burn 1t—ſpeak if it does 
but 85 may ſee, the ſuperſcription is like a woman's 
han * 5 Fd * , a - 
Forts. By heav'n ! Mrs. Marwood's, I 175 it 
my heart akes—get it from her —- 0 him. 
Warr. A woman's hand f No, madam, that's no 
woman's hand, I ſee that already. That's ſomebody 
whoſe throat muſt be cuhl . 


o 
54 4 «4 


_ Lady. Nay, Sir Rowland, ſince you. give me a 


ptoof of your paſſion by your qealouſy, I promiſe you 
by make a return, by a frank communication Nou 

ſhall ſee it—we!lL open it together look you here. 

Reads. AAadam, though unten to you, | vou 


ere, 
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there, tis from nobody that I know.] ——I baue that 


honour for your character, that I think myſelf oblig d to let 
you know you are abus d. He bh te d to be wad ow 
land is a cheat and a raſcal—— N 
Oh heav*ns ! what's this? Yew | 
Fois. Unfortunate, all's ruin d. 
Walr. How, how, let me ſee, let me ſee—ſRead- | 
ing] A raſcal and diſguis'd, and ſuborn d for that impoſtures 
villany ! O villany !—by the contrivance f. -- 
Lady. ſhall faint, I ſhall die, h! 

Folz. ,Say,*tis your nephew's hand.— Quickly, his. 
plot, ſwear, ſwear it.— [Co him. - 
Warr. Here's a villain! Madam, don't Fn: *. 

ceive it, don't you ſee it? 
Lapy. Too well, too well. I have ſeen too . 
WAIT. I told you at firſt I knew the hand- wo- 
man's hand ! The raſcal writes a ſort of a large hand; 


your an hand ſaw there was a throat to be cut 
reſen{W.. If he were my ſon, as he is my nephew, 
Fa iſtol him 


01B.. O treachery! But are you ſure, Sir Rowland, | 


it is his writing? 


WAIT. Sure! Am ! here ? Do I live ? Do 1 love. 
this pearl of India? I have twenty letters in my 1 92 


from him, in the ſame character. 


= 


LADY. How! 

Folz. O what luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you 
were preſent at this ew gd This was the buſineſs 
that brought Mr. Mirabell di you to madam Milla- 
mant this afternoon. 1 thought ſomething was con- 


triving, when he ſtole by me, and would have hid his 


face. 
Lapy. How, how II heard the villain was in the 
houſe indeed; and now I remember, my niece went 


away abru uy, when Sir Wilfull was to have made 
his 7 Udrefſes, 


Folz. Then, then madam, Mr. Mirabell waited 
for her in her chamber; but I would not tell your la- 


dyſhip to diſcompoſe you when. you were * receive 
Sir Rowland. 


WAIT. Enough, his date is ſnort. 7 
Fog. No, good Sir Rowland, dt cuba law, x 
ee Law! I care 1 * law. I £2 uk. die, 


ert 290! and.” 
— " — 5 102 ou E 2 


* 1 1 1 
1 „ 


* 


74 The Wav of the Wo N 1 V. 
and tis in a good eauſe—My lady ſtiall bearisfy'd of” 
my truth and innocence, tho it coſt me my life; 
Lev. No, dear Sir Rowland, don't fight; if you” 
ſhould be kill'd I muſt never ſhew my face; or hang'e 
O confider my reputation, Sir Rowland—No you 
ſhan't fight, —Pll ge in and examine my nices; III 
make her confeſst I edrjure you'Sir Rowland by all 
our love not to 
Warr. Lam charm'd madam; „Lobey. Bot 'fobie- 
f you muſt let me give you III go f fdr à black 
urbich contains the writings of my whole eſtar, 
and deliver that into your k han 
Lanv. Ay; dear Sir Rowland, that WIII be forte 
comfort, bring the black box. 
Warf; And may I preſume to bring a contract to 


be fign'd-this night * May I hope fo far? ; 

Lavy: Bring what you will; but come AVE, pray” 
come alive. O this is à h * diſeovery. 

Watr. Dead or alive I' come rand mat d we 
will be in ſpight of treachery; z ay and get au heir that 
ſhall defeat the laſt remaining of hope in 'viy 

abandon'd nephew. Come, my buon Widow : | 

Exe long you ſhall ſubſtantial pfoof receive - 


That I'm an arrant knight 
Fors. Or arrant knave. 


7 : 3 1 
End of the'FoukTH# Aer. 


ACT V. SCENE I 


e continues. 


Ae Forves!” 


LADY. OU of. h out of m kbuſs; 
Of renee month 
u boſom traitreſs; cht H raid from nothing Be- 
begone, begone, go, go— That I took bing 
Walking 


ri 
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of old gauſe and y ving of dead hair, with a 
NN ue Mags 2 ch ang diſh of ſtarv'd embers, 
god ning behind a travers Tak, in a ſho J, no bigger 
an a bird-cage, —go, go, Rap a ain, 408 
7 Pear madam, T1 beg ardon on my knees. 
Ap. Away, out, out, go ſet up for yourſelf A 
e drivè a trade, do, with your three-penny- 
orth of ſmall ware, flaunting upon a packthread, un- 
der a brandy-ſeller' s bulk, or againſt a dead wall by a 
þallad- Monger. Go, hang out an old 8 
Ao with a yard. of yellow colberteen again; do; 
o Suff maik, two rows of 2226 and a child? 8 fd. 
a gl laſs necklace with the beads broken, and 2 
Ai hight-cap with one ear. Go, go, drive tr 
—Theſe were your commodities, you treacherous 
trull, this was the merchandize you dealt in, when I 
took you into my houle, plac'd you next m mo, and 
— ou governante of my whole family. You have 


5 is, have yo, now you have ather'd your 


Fofg. No, no, dear madam. Do but 
We but A mament's IS confeſs a "Me 


iral bell TI $7 not the. firſt os, he oy has 

edled wit ine to ne; our! 's 
gin 5 item has peer ling 0 . biw, aden then 4 . 

50 narant, defęnd myſelf 2? SN 

it you A pe wing what he — me, and bow he aſ- 

d me your ladyſhip mould come to no damage 

ox elſe the wealth of : ie Indies ſhould not have brib'd 
me to 4 5 e han 10 m, ſp good, ſo ſweet, ſo kind a la- 

TI 3s you ye 

LApx. R f | What to betray. me, to mar- 

070 a cal} ſerving . man; 46 make meg res cle, 


'd p1 No damag thou. 

ah hoping We . chan a big- belly adreſs, | 
FolB, Pray, Jo. but be me Ne be 26,020 opt 
marry N Laar 5 his mar- 
n have been yaigþ ig. Inch rde he mas mar- 

rf to me to ſecure; your lad HR FR could. 
_— hays Sas Town 4 for if he had conſum- 


with uber jad have — 
N gut u lergy Les indeed 

I 1 8 of or 0 bore wow med». 
n Wake, | | 


© Lavr. 


\ 
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Apr. What, then I have been your. property, 


have I? I have been convenient to you, it ſeems, — 

while you were catering for Mirabell; I have been 
broker Eee ? What, have you made a paſſive bawd 
of me? — This exceeds all precedent ; I am brought to 


fine uſes, to become à botcher of ſecond-h * mar- 


riages between Abigails and Andrews! I' 1 1476 
ou. Yes, I'll baſte you together, you and your Phi- 
. Pil Duke ' Place you, as I'm a perſon. Your 


turtle is in cuſtody already: you ſhall coo in the ſame 


0 if there be a conſtable or warrant in the pariſh. 
ein O that ever I was born, O that I Was ever 


3 bride, ay I ſhall be a Bridewell-byide.— 


n 9 2 
229 b asi. Farxaty, Foibin. 


Mis. Paix. P. OOR Foible; what's the matter? 

'Fors. O madam,” my 'Tady's * 
fot a conflable; I ſhall be had to a juſtice, aud put to 
Bride well to beat hemp ; poor Waitwell's F to pri- 


ſon alread 
I. heart, Foible, Mira; 


Mrs. Fain. Hare a good 
bell's s gone to give ſecurity for him. Thie! Is all Mar- 
wood's and my huſband's doing. | 

Fors.. Yes, yes; 1 know it, madam ; the was in 


my lady's cloſet, and overheard all that you faid to me 


before dinner. She ſent the letter to my lady; and 

that miſſing effect, Mr, Fainall laid this plot to arreſt 

'Waitwell, when he pretended to go for the papers; 

and 1 . the mean tine Mrs. Marwood declar * to. 

my la | 

wg Fain, Was there no mention made of mie in 

the letter ꝰ My mother does not ſuſpect my being in 

the confederac * I fanc) Matwood . 

tho? ſhe has huſband. 
Forts. Yes, be am; but my lady did not ſee that 


part: we ſtifled the letter before ſhe read ſo far.” „ 
that miſchievous devil told Mr. Fainall of your lady- 


ſhip then? | 
"Mrs, Faix. Ay, All's out, my affair with' Mira- 


bell, 


* i + 
© ad hd wt A Had 


=: SS & & nnd bo wo. me 


as bo * cold her, . 


et . „ 20 
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bell, every thing diſcover'd. This is the laſt day of 


our living together, that's my comfort. 


Folz. Indeed madam, and fo tis a comfort if you 


knew all—he has been even with your ladyſhip ; 


which I cou'g] have told you long enough fince, but I 


love to keep peace and quietneſs by my good will: I 


had rather bring friends together, than ſet 'em at diſ- 
tance. But Mrs. Marwood and he are nearer related 
than ever their parents thought for. 

Mrs. Fain. Say'ft thou fo, Foible? Canſt thou 
prove this ? | 5 

Fork. I can take my oath of it, madam, fo can 
Mrs. Mincing; we have had many a fair word from 
madam Marwood, to conceal ſomething that paſſed in 
our chamber one evening when you were at Hyde- 
Park.;—and we were thought to have gone a walking: 
but we went up unawares—tho* we were ſworn to ſe - 
crefy too; madam Marwood took a book and fwore 
us upon it: but it was but a book of poems —So lon 
as it was not a bible-oath, we may break it with a fate 
conſcience. f 22 ä 

Mrs. FAlx. This diſcovery is the moſt opportune 


thing I cou'd with. Now Mincing ? 


Sen Nn m. 
[To them] MincinG. 


— 


wy 


Minc, M* lady wou'd ſpeak with Mrs. Foible, 
mem. Mr. Mirabell is with her; he has 
ſet your ſpouſe at liberty, Mrs. Foible, and wow'd 
have you hide yourſelf in my lady's cloſet, till my old 
lady's anger is abated. O, my old lady is in a peril - 
ous paſhon, at ſomething Mr, Fainall has ſaid; he 
ſwears, and my old lady cries... There's a fearful hur- 
ricane, I vow. He fays mem, how that he'll have 
my lady's fortune made over to him, or he'll be di- 
vorc'd, T3. fy 
Nr Fain. Does your lady or Mirabell know 
at ? SA : | | 
Misc. Yes mem, they have ſent me to ſee if Sir, 
Wilfull be ſober, and to bring him to them. My la- 
dy is reſolved to have him I think, rather than loſe 
Vol. II. ED | x ſuch 
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ſuch a vaſt ſum as fix thouſand pound. O come Mrs. 
Foible, I hear my old lady. "elit bat 
Mrs. Fain. Foible, you muſt tell Mineing, that 
ſhe muſt prepare to vouch when I call her. 
Fol. Yes, yes, madam, ' +» 
Mixc. O yes mem, I'll vouch any thing for your 
- ladyſhip's ſervice, be what it will. 


8 C E NE IV. 
Mrs. FAINALL, Lady Wisuronr, MARwoop. 


4 A. O My dear friend, how can I enumerate the 
benefits that I have receiv'd from your 
. To you I owe the timely diſcoyery of the 
alſe yows of Mirabell; to you I owe the detection of 
the impoſtor Sir Rowland. . And now you are become 
an interceſſor with my ſon-in-law, to ſave the honour 
of my houſe, and compound for the frailties of my 
daughter. Well, friend, you are enough to recon- 
.cile me to the bad world, or elſe I would retire to de- 
ſerts and ſolitudes; and feed harmleſs ſheep by groves 
and purling ſtreams. * Dear Marwood, let us leave the 
world, and retire by ourſelves and be ſhepherdeſſes. 
Mrs. Max. Let us firſt diſpatch the affair in hand, 
madam. We ſhall have leiſure to think of retirement 
afterwards. Here is one who is concerned in the 
treaty. ä 2 | | "= 
+ Lapy. O daughter, daughter, is it poſſible thou 


ſhouldſt be my child, bone of my bone, fleſh of my 


fleſh, and as I may fay, another me, and yet tranſ- 
greſs the moſt minute particle of ſevere virtue? Is it 
3 ſhould learr afide to iniquity, who have 
en caſt in the direct mould of virtue? I have not only 
been a mould but a __ for you, and a. model foy 
vou, after you were brought into the world. | 
Mrs. Fa1x. I don't underſtand your ladyſhip. 
Lapy. Not underſtand ! Why have you not been 
naught? Have you not been ſophiſticated ? Not un- 
derſtand ! Here I am ruin'd to compound for your ca- 
prices and your cuckoldoms. I muſt pawn my plate 
and my je els, and ruin my niece, and all little e- 
nough . MEG AS @ oo | 


. ' * 
"Ep 33 ; Mrs, 
. 
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Mrs. Farn.. I am wrong'd and. abus'd, and ſo are 
you. Lis a falſe accuſation, as falſe as hell, as falſe 
as your friend there, ay or your friend's friend, my 
falle bulban& 21 e 

Mrs. MAR. My friend, Mrs. Fainall ! Your huſ- 
band my friend, what do you mean ? 

Mrs. FArx. I know what I mean, madam, and ſo 
do you; and fo ſhall the world at a time convenient. 
Mrs. MAR. I am ſorry to ſee you ſo paſſionate, ma- 
dam. More temper would look more like INNOCENCE, 
But I have done. I am ſorry my zeal to ſerve. your 
ladyſhip and family, ſhould admit of miſconſtruction, 
or make me liable to affronts. You will pardon me, 
madam, if I meddle no more with an affair, in which 
I am not 8 concern'd, | | 

Lady. O, dear friend, Iam ſo aſham'd that you ſhould 
meet with ſuch returns—Y ou ought to aſk pardon on 
your knees, ungrateful creature; ſhe deſerves more 
from you, than all your life can accompliſh, _ O don't 
leave me deſtitute in this perplexity ;—no, ſtick to 
me, my good genius. revert 

Mrs. Fain. I tell you, madam, you're abus d 
Stick to you! ay, Aike a leach, to ſuck your beſt 
blood—ſhe'll drop off when ſhe's full. Madam, you 
ſhan't pawn a bodkin, nor part with a braſs counter, 
in compoſition for me. I deſie em all. Let em 
prove their aſperſions: I, know my own innocence, 
and dare ftand a trial. | «> 


CEE Y; 


Lady WisxrorT, Marwoop. 


LaDY. W HY, if ſhe ſhould be innocent, if ſhe 
| ſhould be wrong'd after all, ha? I don't 
know what to think,—and I promiſe you, her educa- 
tion has been unexceptionable -I may\ſay it; for 1 
chiefly made it my own care to initiate her very in- 
fancy in the rudiments of virtue, and to impreſs upon 
her tender years a young odium and wir 4 to. the 
very fight of men—ay friend, ſhe would ha' ſhriek'd 
if ſhe had but ſeen a man, *till ſhe was in her teens. 
As I'm a perſon tis true—She was never ſuffer d to 
5 L 2 play 
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Play with a male child, tho? but in coats; nay, her 
very babies were of the feminine gender=—O, ſhe ne- 
ver look'd a man in the face but her own father, or the 
chaplain, and him we made a ſhift to put her for 
a woman, by the help of his long garments, and his 
ſleek face; till ſhe was going in her fifteen. 
Mrs. Max. Twas much ſhe ſhould be deceiv'd fo 


long. 1 
es I Warrant you, or ſhe would never have 
borne to have been catechiz'd by him; and have heard 
his long lectures againſt finging and dancing, and fuch 
debaucheries; and going to filthy plays; and prophane 
muſick-mertings, where the lewd trebles ſqueak no- 
thing but bawdy, and the baits roar blaſphemy. O, 
ſhe would have iwoon'd at the fight or name of an ob- 
| ſcene play-book—and can't think, after all this, that 
my daughter can be naught? What, a whore! And 
thought it excommunication to ſet her foot within the 
door of a play-houſe. O dear friend, I can't believe 
it, no, no; as ſhe ſays, let him prove it, let him 
prove it. | peg 1 
Mrs. MAR. Prove it, madam? What, and have 
your name proſtituted in a public court; your's and 
your daughter's reputation worry'd at the bar by a 
' | pack of bawling lawyers! To be uſher'd in with an 
O Yes of ſcandal ; and have your caſe open'd by an 
old fumbling letcher in a quoif, like a man midwife, 
to Dong your daughter's infamy to hight; to be a 
theme for legal punſters, and quibblers by the ſtatute; 
and become a jeſt, againft a of court, where there 
is no precedent for a jeſt in any record; not even in 
Dooms-day-book: to diſcompoſe the gravity of the 
bench, and provoke naughty fnte tones in more 
. Naughty law Latin; while the good judge, tickl'd 
with the proceeding, ſimpers under a grey beard, and 
figes-off and on his cuſhion, as if he had ſwallow'd 
-cantharrdes, or fate upon cow-itch. | 
LAV. O, tis very hard! 8 
Mrs. MAR. And then to have my young revellers 
of the Temple take notes, like *prentices at a conven- 
ticle; and after talk it over again in commons, or be- 
fore drawers in an eating-houſe. 
LADY. Worſe and worſe. - | 
Mrs. Mar. Nay, this is nothing; if it would end 
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Here twere well. But it muſt after this be confign'd 


the ſhort-hand writers to the public preſs; and 
from thence be trans ferr'd to the hands, nay into the 
throats and lungs of hawkers, with voices more hcen- 
tious than the loud flounder-man's : and this on muſt 
hear till you are ſtunn'd; nay, you muſt hear no- 
thing elſe for ſome days. WRIN 1574 90 
LapDy. O, tis inſupportable. No, no, ear friend, 
make it up, make it up; ay, ay, I'Il compound. Fl. 
give up all, myſelf and my all, my niece and her all— 
an _ 8 for compoſition. * 

rs. MAR. Nay, madam, I adviſe nothing; Lonl 

lay before you, as a friend, the inconveniencies whic 
rhaps you have overſeen. Here comes Mr. Fainall, 
if he will be ſatisfy'd to huddle up all in filence, I ſhall 


be glad. You muſt think 1 rather edngratulate 


than condole with you, 


SCENE VI. 
- FAinALL, Lady Wisyront, Mrs. Mazwoop. 


Lapy. AY, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Marwoad : 
no, no, I do not doubt ite. 

Fain. Well, madam; I have ſuffer'd myſelf to be 
overcome by the importunity of this lady, your friend; 
and am content you ſhall enjoy your own proper eſtate 
during life; on condition you oblige yourſelf never to 
marry, under ſuch penalty as I think convenient. 

Lapy. Never to marry! _ 

Fain. No more Sir RowJands—the next impoſture 
may not be ſo timely detected. of 

Mrs. MAR. That condition, I dare anſwer, my 
lady will conſent to, without difficulty ; ſhe has alrea- 
dy but too much experienc'd the perfidiouſneſs of men. 
Beſides, madam, when we retire to our paſtoral ſoli - 
tude we ſhall bid adieu to all other thoughts. | 

LADY. Ay, that's true; but in caſe of neceflity ; 
as of health, or fome fuch emergency— | 

Fain, O if you are preſcrib'd marriage, you ſhall 
be confider'd ; Pil only reſerve to myſelf the power 


to chuſe for you. If your phyſie be wholſome, it 
matters not who is your apothecary, Next, my _ 
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ſhall ſettle on me the remainder of her fortune, no 
made over already; and for her maintenance EP 
entirely on my diſcretion. £3 at no mc? 
-Lapy. This is moſt inhumanly ſavage ; exceed- 
ing'the barbarity of a Muſcovite huſband. | 
. Fain. I learn'd it from his Czariſh majeſty's reti- 
nue, in a winter ey conference over brandy and 
pepper, amongſt other ſecrets of matrimony and poli- 
cy, as they are at preſent praQtis'd in the northern he- 
miſphere. But this muſt be agreed unto, and that po- 
ſitively. Laſtly, 1 will be endow'd, in right of my 
wife, with that ſix thouſand pound, which is the moi- 
ety of Mrs. Millamant's fortune in your poſſeſſion; 
and which ſhe has forfeited (as will appear by the laſt 
will and teſtament of your deceas'd huſband, Sir Jo- 
nathan Wiſhfort) by her diſobedience in contracting 
herſelf againſt your conſent or knowledge; and by re- 
fuſing the offer'd match with Sir Wilfull Witwoud, 
which you, like a careful aunt, had provided for her. 
Lapy. My nephew was non-compos, arid could not 
make his addreſſes. : 


Fain. I come to make demands—T'll hear no ob- 


jections. 

La D. You will grant me time to conſider ? 

Faix. Yes, while the inſtrument is drawing, to 
which you muſt ſet your hand 'till more ſufficient deeds 
can be perfected: which | will take care ſhall be done 
with all poſſible ſpeed. In the mean while I will go 
for the ſaid inſtrument, and till my return you may 
ballance this matter in your own diſcretion... | 


5 4 2s. 4% Wi 4:0 


Lady W1snrorT, Mrs. Mazwoop. 


LApv. THIS inſolence is beyond all precedent, all 
parallel; muſt I be ſubject to this merci- 
leſs villain? ' 


Mrs. Max. Tis ſevere indeed, madam, that you 
ſhou'd ſmart for your daughter's wantonneſs. 

Lady. | Twas againſt my conſeat that ſhe marry'd 
this Barbarian, but ſhe wou'd have him, tho? her year 
was not out, —Ah ! her firſt huſband, my fon Lan- 


guiſh N 


„ 


The Way of the Won I b. 83 


guifh, wou'd not have carry'd it thus, Well; chat 
was my choice, this is her's ; ſhe is match'd now with 


a witneſs—I ſhalt be mad, dear friend, is there no- 
comfort for me? Muſt I live to be confiſcated at this 


plagues too. | 8 
„s CEN E um 
[Te them] MILLAMANT, Sir WILFULL, 


Sir WII. A UNT, your ſervant. 


LADV. Out caterpillar, call not me 
aunt ; I know thee not. 


Sir WII. 1 confeſs I have been a little in diſguiſe, 


as they ſay——'Sheart ! and Pm ſorry for't. AT 


wou'd you have? I hope I committed no offence, aunt 


Q —and if I did I am SG to make fatisfation; and 
what can a man ſay fairer 


If I have broke any thing 
I'll pay for't, an it coſt a pound. And ſo let that con- 
tent for what's paſt, and make no more words. For 


what's to come, to pleaſure you Pm willing to mar- 


ry my couſin, So pray let's all be friends, ſhe al 
I are agreed upon the matter before a witneſs. 


Lapy. How's this, dear niece ? Have I any com- 
Fort? Can vhis be true ? | | 


Mir. I am content to be a ſacrifice to your repoſe, 
madam; and to convince you that J ee no hand in 
the plot, as you were  mifinform'd, I have laid my 
commands on Mirabell to come in perfon, and'be a 
witneſs that I give my hand to this flower of knight- 
hood; and for the contract that paſs'd between Mira- 
bell and me, I have oblig'd him to make a reſignation 
of it in your ladyſhip's preſence he is without, and 
waits your leave for admittance. | 2s” 
Lady. Well, I'll ſwear I am ſomething reviv'd at 
this teſtimony of your obedience; but I cannot admit 
that traitor—1 tear I cannot foxtify myſelf to ſupport 
his appearance. He is as terrible to me as a Gorgon ; 
: [ = him I fear I ſhall turn to ſtone—petrify inceſ- 
ſantly. e 1 7 RY 
Miz. If you diſoblige him he may reſent your re- 
ag es fuſal, 


rebel rate? Here come two more of my Egyptian 


* 
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fuſal, and inſiſt upon the contract ſtill, Then ' tis the 
laſt time he will be offenſive to you, n 
LA. Are you ſure it will be the laſt time 7—If I 
were ſure of that —ſhall I never ſee him again? 
MirX. Sir Wilfpll, you and he are to travel to- 
gether, are you not? | 5 
Sir WII. Sheart the gentleman's a civil gentleman, 
aunt, let him come in; why we are ſworn brothers 
and fellow-travellers.— We are to be Pylades and 
Oreftes, he and I—He is to be my interpreter in fo- 


reign parts. He has been over ſeas ence already; and 


with proviſo that I marry my coufin, will croſs 'em 
once again, only to bear me company.— Sheart, Pl 
call him in—an I ſet on't once, he ſhall come in; and 
Tee who'll hinder him. [ Goes to the door and hems. 
Mrs. Max, This is precious fooling, if it wou'd 
paſs.; but PH know the Patton of it, 
Lapy. O dear Marwood, you are not going ? 
MA,, Not far, madam; I'll return immediately, - 


s O EN E VI 


Lady Wysnyort, MILLAMANT, Sir WILFULL, 


M1RABELL, 


Sir WII. OK up, man, I'll fiand by ou, ſbud 
| an ſhe do frown, ſhe can't Kit ou — 


befides—harkee, ſhe dare not frown deſperately, be- 


cauſe her face is none of her own; *ſheart, and ſhe 
ſhou'd her forehead wou'd wrinkle like the coat of a 
cream cheefe ; but mum for that, fellow-traveller. 

Mix. If a deep ſenſe of the many injuries I have 
offer'd to ſo a lady, with a fincere remorſe, and 
a hearty contrition, can but obtain the leaſt glance of 
compaſſion, I am too happy—Ah madam, there was a 
time — But let it be forgotten confeſs I have de- 
ſervedly forfeited the high place I once held, of fighing 
at your feet; nay kill me not, by turning from me in 
diſdatn—I come not to plead for favour ;—nay not for 


don; I am a ſupplant only for pity—I am going 
Ther F never ſhall behold you more 10 fey 
Sir WII. How, fellow-traveller !- You ſhall go 

by yourſelf then. PITS i i 1 
2 | IR, 
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MIS A. Let me be pitied firſt; and afterwards for- 
Botten—I aſk no more. 

Sir WIL. By'r lady a very feaſonable requeſt, and 
ill coſt you nothing; aunt Come, dome, forgive and 
forget, aunt, why you muſt an you Vers a chriſtian, 

Miz. Conſider, madam, in reality,-you-cow'd not 


receive much prejudice; it was an indotent device - 


_ F confeſs it had a face of guiltineſs—it was at moſt 
arkifice which love contriv'd— And etrors which 
Wes produces have ever been accounted venial. At 
Jeaſt think it is puniſumert enough, that I have loft 
=_ in = heart I hold moſt dear, that to your cruel 
I have offer d up this beauty, and with ' 
rk my peace and quiet; nay; all my hopes of future 
comfort. 

Sir WIL. An he does not move me, wou'd I may 
never be G the quorum An it were not as good a deed 
as to drink, to give her to Him again—I wov'd I might 
never 71 1 K 175 —— Aint, if you don't forgive 

uickly dt, L eaß fell you chat. My con- 

& . #6" farther than à Httle mouth-glew, and 
that's Hardly dry ;—6fie doſe full figh mote from my 
fellow- traveller and "ris diffoly'd; * 

LA DV. Well A oh upon your tecbue-uAl, he 
has 3 2 — e Well Sir, I will 8 

5 if wy Rep ws requeſt; —T will 
be Fi ar 1 an 6 breeds proviſo that 
you tefign the contract wick of ' niece immediately. 

Mix. It is in writing 44 Fick ps papers of concern; 
bat 1 have fent my rend ores atid will deliver it to 

db, WE acKhowIGdgihthits! for FLUE" Feen 
8. Doe Og #2116* u £1 

: + ADV. Oh, he hs! itehttaft in ble eues and 

tongue 324h# F did not ice kim L cow d have brib'd 

Villain to lie r but his appearance Takes 

the embers which have long lain ſmotherd in I 

N 298 Tt T's n wel — Ni. 


eb 1529 nd pin 


+ 1 Gad GE N E — 


[To Gen. Farzaliy Mrs: he | 


Firs, Vo date of geliberation, madam, is ex- 
pird. Here is the inſtrument, are oF 


"Fe, to P n? 9 | 
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_ Lapy. If-I were prepar'd, I am not impower'd. 
My niece exerts a lawful claim, having match'd her- 
ſelf by my direction to Sir Wilfull. 


. Fain. That ſham is too groſs to paſs on me tho 


tis impos'd on you, madam. 
MI1LL.. Sir, I have given my conſent. 
Mix. And, Sir, I have refign'd my pretenſions. 


Sir WIL. And, Sir, I aſſert my right; and will 


maintain it in defiance of you, Sir, and of your in- 
ſtrument. S' heart an you talk of an inſtrument, Sir, 
I have an old fox by my thigh ſhall hack your inſtru- 
ment of ram vellum to ſhreds, Sir. It ſhall not be 
ſufficient for a mittimus or a taylor's meaſure; there- 
fore withdraw your inſtrument, Sir, or by'r lady I 
ſhall draw mine. n | 
Lavpy, Hold, 8 hold. 3 
MILL. Good Sir Wilfull reſpite your valour. 
FAlx. Indeed! Are you provided of your guard, 
with your ſingle beef-eater there? But I'm prepar'd 
for you; and infift upon my firſt propoſal. | You ſhall 
ſubmit your own eſtate to my management, and abſo- 


lutely make over my wife's to my ſole uſe; as purſuant - 


to the purport and tenor of this other covenant, —T ſup- 
poſe, \ madam, your . conſent is not requiſite in this 
caſe; nor, Mr. Mirabell, your reſignation ;.nor, Sir 
Wiltull, your right—Y ou may draw your fox if you 
pleaſe, Sir, and make a Bear-garden flouriſh ſome- 
where elſe: for here it will not avail. This, my La- 
dy Wiſhfort, muſt be ſubſcrib'd, or your darling 
daughter's turn d a-drift, like a leaky hulk to fink or 
1wim, as ſhe and the current of this lewd town.can agree. 

Lapy. Is there no means, no remedy, to ſtop my 
ruin? Ungrateful wreteh ! doſt thou not owe thy be- 
ing thy ſubſiſtance to my daughter's fortune? 
FA, Li anſwer you when I have the reſt of it in 
my poſſei on. a 
Min. But that you wou'd not accept of a remed 
from my hands—I own I have not deſery'd you cou 
5 any obligation to meg or elſe perhaps I cou'd 

ie — 

LAY. O what? what? to ſave me and my child 
from ruin, from want, PIl forgive all that's paſt; nay 
Tul conſent to any thing to come, to be deliver d from 
his tyranny. | | it or Bone? 

IAA 3 24 J . Mix. 
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Mix. Ay, madam; but that is too late, my reward 
is intercepted. You have diſpos'd of her, who only 
cou'd have made me a compenſation for all my ſer- 
_ vices—But be it as it may, I am reſolv'd I'll ſerve 
you, you ſhall not be wrong'd in this ſavage manner. 

Lady. How! Dear Mr. Mirabell, can you be fo 
—— at laſt? But it is not poſſible. Harkee, I'II 
reak m 54 match, you ſhall have my niece 
yet, and all her fortune; if you can but ſave me from 
this imminent danger. Mx : 
Mink. Will you? I take you at your word. I aſk 
no more. I muſt have leave for two criminals to 
appear. | 

Lapy. Ay, ay, any body, any body. 

Mix. Foible is one, and a penitent. 


3 


[To them.) Mrs. FAINALL, FoiBLE, Miveixg. 


Mrs, Max. M My ſhame! (Mira. and Lady go 5 
N O . Fain, and Foib.) theſe rant 
things are brought hither to expoſe me. [To Fain, 
Fain. If it muſt all come out, why let em know 
it, *tis but the May of the World. That ſhall not urge 
me to relinquiſh or abate one tittle of my terms, no, 
I will inſiſt thee more. | X 
Folz. Yes indeed, madam, I'll take my bible-oath 


af 16. | |; | 
Mint. And ſo will I, mem. . | 
LADY. O Marwood, Marwood, art thou falſe ? 
my friend deceive me! Haſt thou been a wicked ac- 
complice with that prafligate man ? E 
Mrs. Max. Have you ſo much ingratitude and in- 
n juſtice, to give credit againſt your friend, to the aſ- 
perſions of two ſuch mercenary trulls? | | 
Mine. Mercenary, mem! I ſcorn your words. 
"Tis true we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue 


ä on was ht fed. bad 


d garret; by the ſame token, yon ſwore. us to ſecreſy 

upon Meſſalina's Poems. ercenary-! No, if we 
Id wou'd have been mercenary, we ſhou'd have held our 
y tongues ; you wou'd have brib'd us ſufficiently, -- 


Alx. Go, you are an infignificant thing, —Well, 
| What are you the better for this! Is this Mr. Mira- 
ALL, ; M 2 | bell's 
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bell's expedient ? Pll be put off no longer —You, thing, 
that — ſhall ſmart for this. I will not — 
thee wherewithal to hide thy ſhame : your body ſhall 
be naked as your reputation. 

Mrs. Fan. I deſpiſe you, and defy your malice— 
You have aſpers'd me wrongfully—I have prov'd your 
falſch o you and your treacherous wil not 
name it, but ſtarve together Periſh. | 


Fain. Not while you are worth a groat, indeed 


my dear. Madam, III be fool'd 2 er. 

LApv. Ab Mt. Mirabell, this is ſma | comfort, the 
detection of this affair. 

Mix. O in good time Vour leave for the other 
offender and rendern to appear, Madam. 


LCEME . 
[Te them] WAITWELL with a Box of Writings, 


LADY. O Sir Rowland Well, raſcal. 5 
Wair. What your ladyſhip pleaſes.— 
T have brought t the black box + laſt, madam. 
Mis. Gave it me. Madam, you + Das ** 


promiſe. 
LADY: Ay, dear Sir. | 
In. Where are the gentlemen ? 
Weir. At hand, Sir, rubbing their eyes——juſt 
riſen from fleep. 
Fain. S'death, what's this to me? Þ'll not wait 
your private concerns. 


Ss G EN E XII. 
[i them) Paro aur, Wirwovyp. 


Per. Ho cow? what” s the matter? who's hand's 
out? 
WIT. Hey day! —_ are you all together like 
ores at on end of the laſt * ? ; 
in. You may remember, gentlemen, I once re- 
queſted your hands as witneſſes to a certain parchment, 


WT. Ay 1 do, my hand I ond HI etulant ſet 
his mark, 


Mi. 
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Min. You wrong him, his name is fairly written, 
as ſhall appear Vou do not remember, gentlemen, 
any thing of what that parchment contained | 

| |  [Undaing the box. 
Wir. No. 3 


PET. Not I. I writ, I read nothing. 

Mix. Very well, now you ſhall know Madam, 
your promiſe. ait 81 

LADY. Ay, ay, Sir, upon my honour. 

Mix. Mr. Fainall, it is now time that you ſhou'd 
know, that your lady, while: ſhe was at her own diſ- 
poſal, and before you bad by your infinuations 


 wheedled her out of a pretended ſettlement of the 


greateſt part of her fortune— 
- Fain. Sir! pretended ! TTY LAT | 
Mir, Yes, Sir. I fay that this lady, while a wi- 
dow, having, it ſeems, received fome cautions reſpect- 
ing your inconſtancy and tyranny of temper, which 
from her own partial opinion and fondneſs of you ſhe 
could never have fuſpe&ed—ſhe: did, I ſay, by the 
wholeſome advice of friends and of ſages, learned in 
the laws of this land, deliver this ſame as her act and 
deed to me in truſt, and to the uſes within- mention'd. 
You may read if you pleaſe— holding out the parchment] 
tho — what is written on the back may ſerve 
your occafions. | Fas 7 
Fain. Very likely, Sir. What's here ? Dam- 
nation ! | en 
{Reads} + A deed of conveyance of the whole eftate 
real of Arabella Languiſh, widow, in truſt to 
Edward Mirabell. N 
Confuſion ! | 
Mix. Even ſo, Sir, *tis the Hay of the Warld, Sir; 
of the widows of the world. I ſuppoſe this deed may 
bear = elder date than what. you have obtain'd, from 
our lady. "© ©: 
: F 41585 Perfidious fiend!! then thus Pll be 1 
| [Offers to run at Mrs. Fain. 
Sir WII. Hold, Sir, now you may make yaur Bear- 
Garden flouriſh ſomewhere elſe, Sir. = 
Fain, Mirabell, | you ſhall hear of this, Sir, be 
ſure you ſhall.— Let me paſs, oaf, 5 
Mrs. Fain. Madam, you ſeem to ſtiſſe your reſent- 


ment: you had better give it vent. 
, he. b. , i 


3 Mrs, Mas, 


* 
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Mrs. Max. Yes, it ſhall have vent —and to your 
confuſion, or I'll periſh in the attempt. a 


s c EN E the ht. 


Lady WreurorT, MILLAMANT, MIRABELL, 
rs. FAINALL, Sir WILFULL, PETULANT, 
WriTwouD, FoiBLE, MincinG, WAITWELL. 


h 14 * 
LApv. O Daughter, daughter, tis plain thou haſt 

22 inherited thy mother's prudence. 

Mrs. Fain. Thank Mr. Mirabell, a cautious 
friend, to whoſe advice all is wing. 

LApv. Well, Mr. Mirabell, you have t your 
promiſe—and I muſt perform mine.—Firſt, I pardon 
for your ſake Sir Rowland there and Foible—the next 
thing is to break the matter to my nephew—and how 
to do that - ' | = 
Mix. For that, „ een no trouble 
let me have your conſent Sir Wilful! is my friend; 
he has had compaſſion upon lovers, and generouſly en- 

d a volunteer in this action, for our ſervice; and 

now deſigns to proſecute his travels. | 
Sir WII. *Sheart, aunt, I have no mind to marry, 
My couſin's a fine lady, and the gentleman loves her, 
— ſhe loves him, and they deſerve one another; my 
reſolution is to ſee foreign parts I have ſet on't—and 
when I'm ſet on't, I muſt do't. And if theſe two gen- 
tlemen wou'd travel too, I think they may be ſpar'd. 

Per. For my part, I fay.little—I think things are 
beſt off or on. 

Wir. I gad I underſtand nothing of the matter— 
I'm.in a maze yet, like a dog in a dancing-ſchool. 

Lapy. Well, Sir, take her, and with her all the 
joy | can give you. | 
MILL. Why does not the man take me? Wou'd 
vou have me give myſelf to you over again? 

Mix. Ay, and over and over again; | Kiſſes ber hand 
I wou'd have you as often as poſſibly I can. Well, 
— grant I love you not too weil, that's all my 

car. - 1 - N 3: 47 
Sir WIL. *Sheart you'll have time enough to toy 
after you're marry id; ox if you will toy now, = us 


— — 
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have a dance in the mean time; that we who are not 
lovers may have ſome other employment, beſides look - 
ing on. 

IR, With all my "ET dear Sir Wilfull. What 
ſhall we do for muſic ? 

Folz. O Sir, ſome that were rovided for Sir Row- 
land's entertainment are yet within call. LA dance. 
LapDyY. As I am a perſon I can hold out no longer; 
IL have waſted my ſp Fir rits ſo to-day already, that 2 
am ready to ſink under the fatigue; * T cannot but 
have ſome fears upon me yet, that my fon Fainall will 
purſue ſome deſperate courſe, - 

Miz. Madam, diſquiet not yourſelf on that ac- 
count; to my knowledge his circumſtances are ſuch, 
he mult of force comply. For my part I will con- 
tribute all that in me hes to a re- union: in the mean 
time, madam, [To Mrs, Fain.] let me before theſe 
witneſſes reftore to you this deed of truſt; it may be 


a means, well Tn to make 1 * live 0 to- 
gether. ts | 


, 
„ 
F 


From dose let thoſe be witn'd, -whs Wer to wed; 

Left mutual falſhood ſtain the bridal- bed: 

For each deceiver to his coſt may find, 

That marriage frauds too oft are paid in ag. 3 
[ Excunt emmer. 


1 4 


SPOKEN BY 


N BRACEGINDLE. 


AFTER 5:2 dor this erowd din #7 BY 
"ht e 0 his 75 5 be * Py d to * 


pray: confide r, © 8 Ns oom pe 


hard a ching tu d eaſe you u All. 
re are ſome criti fo with fp ip 2 775 
ſcarcely come inclining to be pleas'd 
And ſure he 5 have more than mortal la, 
o pleaſes any one againft his will. 
en, all bad poets. we are ſure are foes 


Ang how. "Pg: num mbers | well'd the town well knows : 
Inn ſhoals, Pye mark'd 'em judging in the pit; 


o* they're on no 5 r __ ment fit, 
—4 0 they have been damn'd for want of wit. 
hen, they by by 2 24 offences taugirt, | 


es On PR. J% 5 Padua fault. , . 
. — ** w St plays, * re vent; 
2 9 vs, . Non ous intent 1. 
out We y — ers are meant. 


1 tho? no perfect likeneſs they can trace; 
et each pretends to know the copy'd face. 
Theſe, with falſe gloſſes feed their own ill-nature, 
And turn to libel, what was meant a fatire. 
May ſuch malicious o_ this fortune find, . 
To think themſelves alone the fools defign' d: 
If any are ſo arrogantly vain, 
To think they ſingly can ſupport a ſcene, 

2 furniſh Lot enough to entertain. 
For well the learn'd and the judicious know, 
That fatire ſcorns to ſtoop ſo meanly low, | 
A any one abſtracted fop to ſhow. 
For, as when painters form a matchleſs face, 
| from each fair one catch ſome diff*rent grace; 

An ſhining features in one portrait blend, 
To which no ſingle beauty muſt pretend: 
So poets oft, do in one piece expoſe 
Whole belles aſſemblées of coquets and beaux. 
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1 H E 


JUDGMENT of PARIS, 


\ 


The SCENE is a landſcape of a beautiful Paſture ſup- 
poſed on Mount Ida. The Shepherd PAxRIs is ſeen 
ſeated under a Tree, aud playing on his Pipe; his 
Crook and Scrip, &c. lying by him. While a Sym- 
phony 1s playing, MErcury deſcends with his Ca- 
duceus in one Hand, and an Apple of Gold in the 
other: after the Symphony he tings: | 


: 8 Mezcusy. | 
| FROM high Olympus, and the realms above, 
Behold L come the 8 of Jove ; 

His dread commands I bear, 
Shepherd ariſe and hear; 

Ariſe, and leave a while thy rural care, 
Forbear thy woolly lock to feed, 
And lay aſide thy tuneful reed; 

For thou to greater honours art decreed. 


Paris. 


O Hermes, I thy godhead know, 
By thy winged heels and head ; 
By thy rod that wakes the dead, 
And guides the ſhades below. _ 
Say wherefore doſt thou ſeek this humble plain, 
' Togreet a lowly ſwain? 
What does the mighty thunderer orgain ? 
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3 MxRCURN. 
This radiant fruit behold, 
More bright than burniſh'd gold; 


Three 1 for this contend: 0 


ee now they deſcend, 
And this way they bend. 
Shepherd, take the golden prize, 
Vield it to the brighteſt eyes. 
[ Juno, Pallas, and Venus, wy ork at a Diſtance deſcend- 
ing in ſeveral Machines. 
PARis. 
O raviſhing delight ! 
What mortal can tupport the fight ? 
Alas too weak is human brain, 
So much rapture to ſuſtain. 
1 ſaint, I fall, O take me hence, 
Fer exjaly invades my aking ſenſe : 
Help me Hermes, or I dic, 
Save me from excels of joy. 
Mxxcuxx. 
Fear not mortal, none ſhall harm thee, 
With my ſacred rod Fll charm thee ; 
reely gaze and view all over, 
Thou mayeſt ev'ry grace diſcover. 
Though a thouſand darts fly round thee, 
Fear not mortal, none ſhall wound thee. 
In tu ge Happy thou of human race, 
Parts. ) Gods with thee would change their place. 
Parts.) With no god I'd change my place, 
Happy I of human race. Mercury aſcends, 
UI bile a Symphony is playing, Juno deſcends from her Ma- 
chine, after the Symphony ſhe ſings } 
Juno, 
Saturnia, wife of thundring Jove, am Il, 
Belov'd by him, and empreſs of the ſky ; 
Shepherd, fix on me thy wondring fight, 
Beware, and view me well, and judge aright. 
tn. [Fymphony for Pallas.} 
2.4» ERAS: - 
This way, mortal, bend thy eyes, 
Pallas claims the golden prize; 
{ 4. EF& 33 A virgin 


8 


— ——— zz 


as 
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A virgin goddeſs free from ſtain, 
And queen of arts and arms I reign. 


[ Symphony for Venus.] 
Venus. 
Hither turn thee, gentle ſwain, 
Let not Venus ſue in vain; 
Venus rules the gods above, 
Love rules them, and ſhe rules love. 
Hither turn thee, gentle ſwain. 
PALLAS. 
Hither turn to me again. 


Juno. 
Turn to me, for J am ſhe. 


ALL THREE. 
To me, to me, for I am ſhe. 


VEevps.. 
Hither turn thee, gentle ſwain. 


Juno and PALLAS. 
She will deceive thee. 


VEenvs, 
They will deceive thee, PII never leave thee, 
Hither turn to me again 
ow 4 To me, to me, * 
[ HFither turn thee, gentle ſwain. 


PARIS. 
l 2 5 
Diſtracted I turn, but I cannot decide ; 
So equal a title ſure never was try'd. 
United, your beauties ſo dazzle the fight, 
at loſt in amaze, | 
I giddily gaze, 
Confus'd and 9'grwhelm'd with a torrent of light. 
II. | 
Apart let me view then each heav'nly fair, 
— at a time there's 3 mortal can bear; 
ce a robe an ill ſhape may diſguiſe, 
When each Is 3 
P11 judge of the beſt, 


For *tis not a face that muſt carry the prize. 
I ; Jong. 


\ 


of The JU DN of PARIS. 


IJ Juxo ſings, alone. | 
3 a F 
Let ambition fire thy mind, 
'Thou wert born o'er men to reign, 
Not to follow flocks defign'd, 
Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain. 


15 II. | 
Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet, 
Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread, 
Joys 1n circles joys ſhall meet, 
ich way cer thy fancy's led. 
III. 
Let not toils of empire fright, 
Toils of empire pleaſures are ; _ 
Thou ſhalt only know delight, 
All the joy, but not the care. 
I - 
Shepherd, if thov'lt yield the prize, 
For the bleſſings I beſtow, 


Joyful I' aſcend the ſkies, 
ppy thou ſhalt reign below. 


125 Crorvus. 
Let ambition fire thy mind, 
Thou wert born 6'er men to reign, 
Not ta follow flocks deſign d, | 
Scorn thy crouk, and leave the plain. 


PALLAS. ſings alone. 


I. | 
Awake, awake, thy ſpirits raiſe, 
Waſte not thus thy youthful days, 
Piping, toy ing, | 
O Nymphs decoying, 
"Loft in wanton and inglorious caſe. 


II. 
Hark, bark ! the glorious voice of war 
Calls aloud, for arms prepare : 

Drums are beating, 
Rocks repeating, 
Martial muſic charms the joyful air. 


PE [m- 
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[ Symphony. ] 
PALLAs ſings. 

O what joys does conqueſt yield ! 
When returning from the field, 

Oh how glorious *tis to ſee 
The godlike hero crown'd with victory! 

aurel wreaths his head eee 

Banners waving in the wind, 
Fame her golden trumpet ſounding, 

Ev'ry voice in chorus join d. 
To me, kind ſwain, the prize reſi 
And fame and conqueſt ſhall be e 


Cuuonvs. 
O how glorions * tis to ſee 
The godlike ber crown'd with bie a 


[ Symphony. 
- Venvs fings alone. 
Sta - dis youth, delay thy choice, 
Take heed left empty names enthral As 
\rtend to Cytherea's voice; ; 
o.! I who ain Love's mother call thee. 
Far from thee be anxious care, 
And racking thoughts that vex the great: 
Empire's but a gilded ſnare, | 
And fickle is the warrior's fate. 


One only joy mankind can know, 
And love alone can that beftow.. 


CrHorvus. + | ; _ 
; One only Joy, Se. % 
Venvs ſings, 
Nature fram'd thee fure for loving, 
Thus adorn'd with ev'ry grace; £ 


Venus ſelf thy form approving, 
Looks with pleaſure on thy face. 


II. 


y nymph who ſhall enfold thee, 
rcled in her yielding arms ! 
| They bright 1 once behold thee, 
Phe'd ſurrender all her charms, - 


x N II. Faireft 
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| . Faireſt ſhe, all nymphs tranſtending, 
That the ſun himſelf has ſeen, 


Were ſhe for the crown contending, 
Thou would'ſ own her beauty's queen. 


| IV. 

Sentle ſhepherd, if my pleading 
Can from thee the prize obtain, 
Love himſelf thy conqueſt aiding, 
Thou that matchleſs fait ſhalt gain. 


| PARIS. 

I yield, I yield, O take the prize, 

And ceaſe, O ceaſe, th' enchanting ſong; 

All Love's darts are in thy eyes, 

And harmony falls from thy tongue. 
Forbear, O goddeſs of defire, 
Thus my raviſh'd foul to move, 
Forbear to fan the raging fire, 
And be propitious to my love. 


[ Here Paris gives to Venus the Golden Apple. Several Cu- 

ids deſcend, the three Graces alight from the Chariot 0 

enus, they call the Hours, who aſſemble ; with all : 
; Attendant on Venus. All join in @ Circle round her, 
end fng the laſt grand Ghorus ; while Juno and Pallas 


| GRAND Cnorvs. 


Hither all ye graces, all ye loves, 
Hither x” Hours reſort ; 
Billing ſparrows, cooing doves ; 
Come all the train of Venus court. 
Sing all great Cythered s name; 
Over enipir 2, over fame, 
Her victory prurlaim. 
Sing and ſpread the joyful news around, 
The queen of love, is queen of beauty erown'd. © 
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1113 


INTRODUCTORY TO THE 
OPERA of SEMEL E. 


After Jupiter's amour with Europa, the daughter of 
Agenor, king of Phœnicia, he again incenſes Juno 
by a new affair in the ſame fami y; Viz. with de- 
mele, niece to Europa, and daughter to Cadmus, 
king of Thebes, Semele is on the point of marriage 
with Athamas; which marriage is about to be ſo- 
lemnized in the temple of Juno, goddeſs of mar- 

riages, when Jupiter, by ill omens, interrupy the 
ceremony; and afterwards tranſports Semele to a 
private abode prepared for her. Juno, after many 
contrivances, at length aſſumes the ſhape and voice 
of Ino, ſiſter to Semele; by the help of which diſ- 
guiſe, and artful infinuations, ſhe prevails with her 
to make a requeſt to Jupiter, which being granted 
muſt end in her utter ruin, 


2 
— 


THIS fable is related in Ovid. Metam. I. iii. but 
there Juno is ſaid to impoſe on Semele in the ſhape of 
an old woman, her nurſe. Tis hoped the liberty tak- 
en in ſubſtituting Ino inſtead of the old woman will be 
excuſed: it was done becauſe Ino is interwoven in the 
deſign by her love of Athamas; to whom ſhe was mar- 
ried, according to Ovid ; and, becauic her charaQer 
bears a proportron with the dignity of the other per- 
ſons repreſented. This reaſon, it is preſumed, may 
be allowed in a thing intirely fictitious; and more 
eſpecially being repreſented under the title of an ope- 
ra, where greater abſurdities are every day excuſed. 

It was not thought requiſite to have any * ei- 
ther to rhime or equality of meaſure in the lines of 


that part of the dialogue which was deſigned for the 
ö O 2 recita- 


[ 104 I » „ A 
recitative ſtile in muſic. For as that ſtile in mus 
not confined to the ſtrict obſervation of time and mea- 
ſure, which is required in the compoſition of airs and 

ſonatas, ſo neither is it neceſſary that the ſame exaQ- 
neſs in numbers, rhymes, or meaſure, ſhould be ob- 
ſerved in words deſigned to be ſet in that manner, 
which muſt ever be obſerved in the formation of odeg 
and ſonnets. For, what they call recitative in mufic 
is only a more tuneable ſpeaking; it is a kind of proſe 
in mutic ; its beauty conſiſts in coming near nature, 
and in improving the natural accents of words by more 
pathetic or emphatica} tones,” w7 29911 


[ 
4 
4 
1 
; 
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Perſons 


. OTH. — L——P— U— OO —— 
— — — 


"ns. 


Perſons Repreſented. 


PITER, 
Capmus, king of Thebes. 


ATHAMAS, a prince of Bceotia, in love with and de- 


ſign'd to marry Semele, 
SoOMNUS, 
APOLLO. 
Cue1D. 
LEPHYRS, 
LovEs. 


Shepherds. 


Satyrs. 


2 
RIS. 


SEMELE, daughter to Cadmus, beloved by and in love 
with Jupiter, 


Ixo, fiſter to Semele, in love with Athamas. 
Shepherdeſſes. 


Chief Prieſt of Juno, other Prieſts "and Avgurs. 


SCENE BGGOTIA. 


1 
2 ů TR Re o—_— OT. oe. _ 
* 


ACT L SCENE I. 


The SCENE is the Temple of Juno, near the Altar 
is a golden Image of the Goddeſs. Prieſts. are in 
their Solemnities, as after a Sacrifice newly offered; 
Flames ariſe from the Altar, and the Statue of Ju- 
no is ſeen to bow. | 


Capmvs, ATHAMAs, SEMPLE, and Ixo. 
FirsT PRIEST. 
BEHOLD auſpicious flaſhes riſe ; 
Juno accepts our ſacrifice; 


The grateful odour ſwift aſcends, 
And ſee the golden image bends. 


FirsT and SEconD PRIEST. 


Lucky omens bleſs our rites, 
And ſure ſucceſs ſhall crown our loves; 
Peaceful days and fruitful nights, 
Attend the pair that ſhe approves. 


CAp Mus. 


Daughter, obey, 
Hear, and obey. 


ith 


d EMI L E. 
With kind conſenting 


Eaſe a parent's care; 
Invent no new delay. 


ATHAMAS. 


O hear a faithful lover's-pray'r; 
On this auſpicious day 
Invent no new delay. 


CAp uus and ATHAMAS. 
Hear and obey ;- 


Invent no new delay 


On this auſpicious day. 


SEMELE [ apart, ] 
Ah me! n xiis3} f 
What refuge now is left me? ＋ 
How various, how tormenting, . 
Are my miſeries ! 

0 fore an mn: - 

Can Semele forego thy love, 

And to a mortal's — A yield ? 

Thy vengeance will o'ertake 
Such Pert 38 


O Jove, in pity teach me which to chuſe, 
Incline me to comply, or help me to refuſe. 


ATHAWAs. 


11 1 deny, my father 3 Wrath I fear. 


See, ſhe bluſhing turns her cyes; 0 
See, with fighs her bafom pantiug : 
if from love thoſe ſighs ariſe, . 
Nothing to my bliſs is wanting. 
Hymen haſte, thy torch prepare, 
Love already his 2 lighted; I 
One ſoft ſieb bat cur'd deſpair, 
And more x a ly AC requitid, CY» 
Alas! ſhe yi 3 6 10 
— has . me; . 
can no longer hide my paſſion ; © + © 
It n e 
Or inward burning gn 


2 


SEMELE. 


Will conſume me. 
O Athamas | 
I cannot utter it— 


-ATHAMAS. 


On he fake Ino calls 
With mournful accent, 
Her colour fading, 5 
And her eyes Oerflowing 5 
Ixo. 
2 Semele! * 
SEMELE. 


2 "Om me ſhe calls, . 


Ws or _/be, 


on 


Vet ſeems to ſhun me! 
What wou'd-my ber - 


Speak— 
<8 Ino. 
Thou haſt undone me. 
__CxpMus. 


Ino. 


? 


ATHAMAS. 
Can 1 thy woes relieve 2 


SEMELE. 


Can I n thy pain? | 
. Capmus, ATHAMAs and SEMELI. 
92 whom doſt thou complain? 


Ino. 


Of all; but all, I fear, in vain, 


[# lightens, and thunder is heard at a diſtance, als a noiſe 
; the fire is ſuddenly ene. * * altar : : the 


Fri comes forward. 


doft thou thus untimely grieve, 

: Ml, 2 our ſolemn rites prophane? 
thy woes relieve ? 
Or? 9 


Ot an, but all, 1 fear, in vain. | 


FiRs T 


Vo 
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FIRST PRIEST. 
Avert theſe omens, all ye pow'rs! 
Some po averſe our holy rites controuls. 
O'erwhelm'd with ſudden night, the day expires | 
Ill-boding thunder on the right hand rolls; 
And Jove himſelf deſcends in ſhow'r 
To quench our late propitious fires.” | 
TY | Cronys of PrtgsTs.. 
Avert theſe omens; all ye pow rs ! 
SeEconD PRIEST. 
7 Again auſpicious flaſhes riſe; ©» *- 
Juno accepts our ſaerifiee; 4 
[ Flames are again kindled on the altar, : and the fiatue nads. 
Tuixp PRIEST. 
Again the ſickly flame decaying dies: 
Juno aſſents, but angry Jove denies. 


> 


e is again extinguiſhed: 
ATHAMES[apart] 
Thy aid, pronubial Juns, Athamas implores. 
SEMELE Faparth —9—— 


Thee Jove, and thee alone, thy Setmele adofes. 3 

Ov TA loud clap of thunder 3 the altar Anl. 

LI! 
FirsT PRIEST. 
MS te > 6 0 0313 YO 141 4 

Ceaſe, ceaſe your vows, tis impious to proceed; 
Begone, and fly this holy place with ſpeed: 
This dreadful conflict is of dire preſage; 


* 
i, 


Begone, and fly from Jove's impending rage. 
[All but the priefts come forward. The ſcene cloſes on the 
prieſts, and ſhews to view, the front and autfige of the 


temple, Cadmus leads off Semele, attendants follow. 
Athamas and Ino remain. Ke It) 


the Vor. II. Fug SCENE 
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H. 
ATHAMAs, Ixo. 


ATHAMAS. 


O Athamas, what torture haſt thou borne ! 
And O, what haft thou yet to bear! 

From love, from hope, from near poſſeſſion torn, 
And plung'd at once in deep deſpair. 


Ixo. 


Turn, bver, turn 
2 K. d bemoan, thy w. 


ts tears and ach bs 
555 too like aching d 
She weeps ! 


ATHAMAS. 
The gentle maid, in tender pit 
| Weerg to behold my miſery ! * 
So Semele wouꝰ d melt 
1 To 2 another ee | 
8 unavailing mercy is in beauty found 
Each nymph bemoans the ſmart : 
Of every bleeding heart, 
Bur that where ſhe herſelf inflits the wound, ; 
___ Ino, 
| Ah me, too much afflited ! 
ATHAM AS. 


ny 7 Argh rag pain 


: Ixo. 
Cou' dſt thou but gueſs 
What J endure; 
Or cou'd I tell thee— 
Thou, Athamas, 
Wou'dſt for a while 
Thy ſorrows ceaſe, a little ceaſe, 
And liften for a while 
To my POETS: 


ATi as 


0 
1 
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ATHAMAS. 


Of grief too ſenſible 

I know your tender nature. 
Well I remember, _. 
When J oft have ſu'd 

To cold, diſdainful Semele; 


When I with ſcorn have been rejected; 


Your tuneful voice my tale wou'd tell, 


In pity of my ſad deſpair; 


And, with ſweet melody, compel 


Attention from the flying fair. 


INo. 


Too well J ſee N 

Thou wilt not underſtand me. | 
Whence cou'd proceed ſuch tenderneſs ? 
Whence ſuch compaſhon ? 

Inſenfible ! Ingrate !— 

Ah no, I cannot blame thee : 


For by effects unknown before, 

Who cou'd the hidden cauſe explore? 
Or think that love cou'd act ſo ſtrange a part, 
To plead for pity in a rival's heart. 


ATHAMAS. 


Ah me, what have I heard! 
She docs her paſſion own. 


Ixo. 


What, had I not deſpair'd, 
You never ſhou'd have known. 

You've undone me, 

Look not an me; 

Guilt upbraiding, 

Shame invading ; 

Look not on me, 

You've undone me. 


ATHAMAS. 
With my life 1 wou'd atone 
Pains you ve borne, to me unknown. 
Ceaſe, ceaſe to ſhun me. 


P 2 : Ixo. 
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Ixo. 


NP: 
Look not on me, 
You've undone me. 


ATHAMAS. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe 5 
2 eaſe to ſhun fie 


alone 


| Has oth undane. 


Ixo, ATHAMAs. 


Love, love alone 
Has both undone. © 


$CENE ,. 


[To them) Enter Capacus attended. 


AH wretched prince, doom'd to diſaſtrous love ! : 
Ah me, of parents moſt fotlorn! 

Prepare, O Athamas, to prove TY; 
The ſharpeſt pangs that cer were borne: 
Prepare with me our common loſs to mourn. 


ATHAMAS. 


Can fate, or Semele, invent | 
Another, yet another puniſhment > 


CADMUs. 


Wing'd with our fears, and pious haſte, 
rom Jun6's fane we fled : 
Scarce we the brazen gates had paſs'd, 
When Semele around her head 
| With azure flames wag grac'd 
Whoſe lambent glories in her treſſes play'd. 
While this we ſaw with dread ſurprize, 
Swifter than light' ning downwards tending, 
An eagle ſtoopt, of mighty fize, 
On purple wings eſcending 
Like gold bis rt like ſtars one Grth his eyes, 
His filver plump breaft with ſnbw contending : 
Sudden he ſnatch'd tie trembling maid, 
And ſoaring from our ſi fight convey'd ; 
2 Diffuſing 


. 


=” 


ing 


To me, I hope, of fortunate event. 
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Diffuſing ever as he ke Tri 
| al dew. 


Celeſtial er, and ambr 


ATHAMAS, 
O prodigy, to me of dire portent ! 
Ixo. | 


SCENE IV. 


Enter to them the chief prieſt, with augurs and other 
prieſts. 


capuus. 


SEE ſee, Jove's prieſts and holy augprs come: 
Yn "ſpeak, of Semele and me declare the doom. 


FigsT Audux. 
Hail c hail Fove ſalutes the Thebau king. 


eaſe your mourning, 
oys returning, 


Songs of mirth and triumph ſing. 


SECOND Avcus, 
Hs r endleſs love, 


enjoys abov 
a her boſom 7 ove vac 
Uſeleſs now Joo thun ders 
To her arms his bolts rm 
And his lightning to her = 
Endleſs pleaſure, endl eſe love, 
Serlel enjoys above. 


F IRST Puazzsr. 


Haſte hafte, to facrifice prepare, 
Once = _—_— once 12. tip fair: 
Jeue and Semele i 


Jove e Ele bowed e 152 eren, ves 
Whom gods admire, let men adore- 


Haſte, aft, „ee, tt ſacrifie prepare. 19 
| Chorus 
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Chorus of PRIESTS and Aucuss. 
Hail, Cadmus, hail! Jove ſalutes the Theban king. 
Ceaſe your mourning, 
Joys returning, 


Sengs of mirth and triumph fing. 
. 3 [Exeunt omnes. 


End of the FIRST Acr. 


ACT 1 SCENE I. 


The SCENE is a pleaſant country, the proſpet is 
terminated 'by a beautiful mountain adorned with 
woods and water-falls, Juno and Iris deſcend in 
different machines. Juno in a. chariot drawn by 
peacocks, Iris on a rainbow; they alight and meet. 


5 Juno, 


RIS, impatient of thy ſtay, 
From Samos have I wing'd my way, 
To meet thy flow return | 
Thou know'ft what cares infeſt 
: My anxious breaſt, 
And how with rage and jealouſy I burn : 
Then why this long delay ? 


Iz1s, 
With all his ſpeed not yet the ſun 
Thro? half his — 4 run, 


Since I to execute thy dread command 
Have thrice encompaſs d ſeas and land. 
FT, by <8 pt hulk 
Say, where is Semele's abode ? 
Till that I know, 
Thoꝰ thou hadſt on light'ning rode, 
Still thou tedious art and ſlow, 


Ins 


RIS 


Iris. | | 
Look where Citheron om ſtands, 


Bœotia parting from Cecropian lands. 
High on the ſummit of that hill, 

Beyond the reach of mortal eyes, 
5 Jove's command, and Vulcan's ſkill, 

Behold a new erected palace riſe. 


There L mortal cares retiring, 

he reſides in ſweet retreat; 

On wp - a5" ove requiring, 
the Loves and Graces wait. 


Thither Flora the fair, 
With her train muſt repair, 
Her amorous Zephyr attending, 
All her fuweets ſhe muft bring 
To continue the ſpring, 
Which never muft there know an ending. 


Bright Aurora, tis ſaid, 
From her old lover's bed, 
No more the grey orient adorning, 
For the future muſt riſe 
From Hair Semele s eyes, 
And wait "till ſbe wakes for the morning. 


Joo. 


No more — I'll hear no more. 
How long muſt J endure ? | 
How long with indignation burning, 
From impious mortals 

Bear this inſolence ! 
Awake Saturnia from thy lethargy ; 
Seize, deſtroy the curſt adultreſs. 
Scale proud Citheron's top: | 
Snarch her, tear her in thy fury, 
And down, down to the flood of Acheron 
Let her fall, let her fall, fall, fall : 
Rolling down the depths of night, 
Never more to behold the light. 

If I am own'd above, 

Siſter and wife of Jove; 


(Siftor 
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(Siſter at leaſt 1 ſure may claim, 
Tho' wife be a neglected — 

If I ch' imperial ſeepter ſway - ſwear 

By hell b 20 | 

. Tremble thou univerfe this oath to hear, 
Not one of curſt Agenor's race to ſpare. 

Tars, | 
Hear mighty queen, while 'T recount 
What obſtacles you muſt ſurmount; 
With adamant the gates are barr'd, - 5 
Whoſe entrance two fierce dragons guard: 
At each approach they laſh their forky ſtings, 
- And clap their brazen wings: 
And as their ſcaly horrors riſe 
They all at once diſcloſe 
A thouſand fiery eyes, 
Which never know repoſe. 


Juno. 25 


Hence, Iris, hence away, 
Far from the realms of day; 
© Ofer Scythian hills to the Meotian lake 
A ſpeedy flight we'll take: 
There, Somnus Plkecompet © © 
His downy bed to leave and ſilent cell: 
With noiſe and light I will his peace moleſt, 
Nor ſhall he fink again to pleating reſt, | 
Till to my vow'd revetige he ne ppirs, wg 
And ſeals with ſleep the waketuF dragons eyes. 


e 


8 C E N E. II. 


The SCENE changes to au apartment in" the pa- 
lace of Semele; ſſie is ſleeping; Loves and Zeptyrs 
waiting. c wi ep 

GEE, after the toils of a amorows N 
« Where weary and plea'd, fill panting ſhe lies; 

While yet in her mind ſbe repeats the delight, | 

How ſweet is the ſlumber that fleals on her eyes ! y - 


Come 


* 


ome 
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Carte Zi yr, come, while Cupid . 
Fan her with your flky wings ; 
New dere 
Pl inſpire, 1 
Aud revive the dyin — / ag; - 


Dance . 
Ibile I wount her, 


And with pleaſure fill her dreams. © . 
A dance of Zephyrs, after which n weben and 


riſes; 
SEMELE: 
O Sleep, why doſt thou leave me ? 


Why thy viſionary joys remove? 


O Sleep, again dective me 
To x 44 —_= reſtore my wandring love, 


SCENE In. 


Two Loves lead in Fupitty'y while be meets ani? embrace Sto 
mele, Cupid figs, G 


Corip. 
Se ſaking, ) 


Serze him waking ; 
Love has ſought him, 
Back has br rene him 
Mighty Fove tho' 
And tho Love cannot ſees 
Yet by feeling about 
He has found him out, 
And has caught him, 


SEMELE. 


Let me not another moment | 


Bear the pangs of abſence, 
vince you have form'd my foul for EL 


No more ali me 
ith doubts and fears, and cruel jealouſy. 


, Joe ER. 


n 8 
And for joys alone 9 q . 
Vo res node 


* 


. II. 


* 


18 s E u H EE 


8 


Ibis buntan form 8 wm 
Think not I man's falſhood ber. 
You are mortal, and require 
Time to reſt and to reſpire. f 


Nor was I abſent, © ect” "I 


Tho' a while u er 
To take petitions 
From the needy world. 


While Love was with ee, e 


. 


T was preſent ; 


Love and I are one. 


. 4% 
3 2 tears,” 


OM 


— 


Ber H. | 


If this be love, not you albne, 
Bat love and Pts" _ 


SEMELE. ., 


Ak 


Why ſighs my Semele? 

What gentle ſorrow _ 
Swells thy ſoft boſom'? 
Why tremble thoſe fair = 
With interrupted light? 
Where hov'ring for a Vent, 

Amidſt their humid fires, 


Juvrrgn. - 1 * 


Some new - form'd wi —_ it * ts 5¹ 


Speak, and obtain. e her ” 
SEMELE,. 


At my own happineſs 
I figh and tremble ;* 
Mortals whom gods affect 5 


— 6 


- 
— 


e 
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Have narrow limits ſet to life 
And cannot lo 
Or if they coul 
A god may prove inconſtant. 


_ JuerTek. 
Beware of jealouſ 
Had Juno not be 
I ne'er had left Olympus, 
Nor wander'd in my love. 


| I bleſs d. 


FA 3 


| „  BEMELE. 
With my frailty don't upbraid me, 


Jam woman as you made me. 


Cauſeleſs doubting or deſpairin 
Kl wa idly __ * 
If obtaining | 
till complai ning. | 
If conſenting 

till repenting, 


Maſt complying 
o be follow'd, only flying. 
With my frailty don't upbraid me, 


1 am woman as you made me. 
Juri TER. 


Thy ſex of Jove's the maſter- piece, 
Thou, of thy ſex, art moſt excellin 
Frailty in thee is ornament, 
In thee perfection. 
Giv'n to agitate the mind, 

And keep awake men's paſſions ; 
To banith indolence, 
And dull repoſe, 

The foes of tranſport 
And of pleafure, 


And to 


be fo 


; 
-» 


Q2 


= 


SEMELE. 

Still I am mortal, 2 
Still a woman; 
And ever when you leav 
Tho? compaſs'd round with deities, 
Of loves and graces,” 
A fear invades me, 


e me, | ; 9323 


8. 


And 


nne 


And conſcious of a nature 
Far inferior, 


Ln for ſolitude, - 
d ſhun ſociety, 


JuÞ1TER [ apart), 
Too well I read her meaning, 
But muſt not underſtand her. 
Hom at immortalit 
ith dangerous ambition, 
She wou'd dethrone Saturnia; 
And reigning in my heart 
Would reign in heav'n. 
- Left ſhe too much explain, 
I muſt with ſpeed amuſe her; 
It gives the lover double pain, 
Who hears his nymph complain, 
And hearing muſt refuſe her, 
SEMELE, 
Why do you ceaſe to gaze upon me? 
Why muſing turn away? 
Some other oben 5 
Seems more pleaſing. 
| JoriTzR. 
Thy needleſs fears remove, 
12 _— — only love. 
Buy my command, 
Now at this _—_— 
Two winged Zephy 
From 7 — bed 
Thy much-lov'd Ino bear; 
And both together 
Waft her kinker 
Throꝰ the balmy air. 


SEMELI. 


Shall I my ſiſter ſee ! 
The dear companion 


Of my tender years. 
eee 

See ſhe appears | 

But ſecs not me, 


* 


For 


SEMELE 1 


Por J am viſible 

Alone to thee. 8 

While I retire, riſe and meet hw, 

And with welcomes greet her. 
Now all this ſcene ſhall to Arcadia turn, 

The ſeat of happy nymphs and ſwains, 
There without rage and jealouſy they burn, 
And taſte the ſweets of love without its pains. 


Sn 


Jupiter retires. Semele and Ino meet and embrace. 
he Scene is totall 8 changed, and ſhews an open 
Country. Several — 2 and Shepheſſes enter. 
Semele and Ino having entertained each other in 
dumb Shew, fit and obſerve rural Sports, which end 
the Second Act. 


2 


ACT W. SCENE 1. 


The SCENE is the Cave of Sleep. The God of 


Sleep lying on his bed. A ſoft Symphony is heard. 
Then a Xue changes to a di erent Movement. 


Juyo and Ir18, 


Juno. 
COMNUS, awake, 
> Raiſe thy reclining head; 
IIS, 
Thyſelf forſake, 
And lift vp thy heavy lids of lead. 
| Somnxus waking. 


Leave me, lathſome light ; 
| Receive me, ſilent 11. 
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Lethe, why does thy lingring current ceaſe ? 
O murmur, murmur me _”_ to Nr. 


Ld 


_ [Sinks 90 n again, 
ſk 
Dull god, canft thou attend the waters fall, 
| And not hear Saturnia call! 
Juno. 


Peace Iris, peace, I know how to charm him, 
Paſithea's name alone can warm him. 


Ivo, Iais. 
Only love on ſleep has pour; 

Oer gods and men 

' Tho", Somnus reien, 


Tove alternate bas his haur. 


Juno, 


Somnus ariſe, b 
Diſcloſe thy tender eyes; 
a For Paſithea's fight 
; Endure the light: 
Somnus ariſe, 


Souxvs rifing. | 


More fweet is that name | 

Than e purling fr eam; ; 

With 75 afure re 1 PII forſake, © © 
If you'll grant me but ber ts footh me awake, 


| * Juxo. 8 
My will obey, | | 

She ſhall be thine. - 

Thou with thy ſofter pow'rs 

To ove ſhalt captivate, - 

orpheus then give order, 
Thy various miniſter, - | 
That with a dream in ſhape of => tht 
But far more beautiful, 
And more alluring,” © 


He may invade. the „wir cir; ; 
pane more to agitate 
His kindling , | 


Still | 
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Still let the phantom ſeem | 
To fly before him, R 
That he may wake imperyown, | 
Furious in defire ; 


| Unable to refuſe whatever boon _ | 
Her coyneſs ſhall require. 


DOMNUS. | 
I tremble to comply. . - «< 
| _ Juno. 
To'the thy leaden rod teſign, 
To charm the centinels 
On mount Citheron; 

Then caſt a ſleep on mortal Ino: 
That I may ſeem her form to eat, 
When I to Semele appear. 

Obey my will, thy Tod reſign, 
And Pafithea ſhall be thine. 


SOMNUS. 


All I muſt grant, for all' is due 
To Paſithea, love and you. 4 


Juno. 
Away let us bite, 
| Let neither — 
Till the ſweete/i of pleaſures we: * 
Til vengeance; pbſſeſs 
I doubly am bleſi'd, © 
And thou art made bappy in oye. rot egh1 
Ex. 3 Iris. 
 [Fownus; retires within his cave, 1 changes to Semele's 
aparpmient. 


E 5 
- 


kara Gene: 


'SEMELE. 


Live and oh in, yt gay Ele 0 | 
Ab, how fooliſh 4 thing is fruition! v2 
As one paſſion. cools, fome whe takes fre, | 
4 10 m /lill in a longing condition. | 

I date er 


— —— — — — ” $9 —u—ͤ— — 


2 5s E M L By 


Mbate er I poſſeſs 
For ſomething 2 I petition 3 
De daily I prove 
The pleaſures of love, 
* 1 


8 C E N E IIII. 
Enter Juxo as Ixo, with a Mirrour in her Hand; 


Juxo/ apart. 
FF HUS, ſhaped like Ino, R 
With caſe I ſhall deceive her, 
And in this mirrour ſhe ſhall ſee 
erſelf as much transform'd as me. 
I ſome goddeſs ſee ! (e. hers 
Or is it Semele ? * 


ey SEMELE: - 
Dear ſiſter ſpeak, /- , +4 
Whence this aſtoniſhment 2 

Juno. | 
You charms im toving 
To divine perfection, 
ew you were late admitted 

Amongſt celeſtial beauties. 


Has Jove conſented? 
* are you made immortal 2 


Sunk ü. 


Ah no, I ſtill am mortal, 
Nor am ſenſible 


Of any change or ne perfection. 
 Juxo, giving her che glaſs, 
Behold in this mirrour © 


Whence comes Ze 3 
Such luſire wy Ree” 


Unite in your eyes, wi % 


Het Hine e ftv an: 0-rualiait:þ h bright; | > 


sxur LE. 


1 mn ife for the ſenſe, and too fippry for fight. + 
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SEMELE, looking in the glaſs. 


O ecſtacy of happineſs ! 
Celeſtial graces 
I diſcover in each feature 
elf I ſhall adore, 
2 perfift in yazing ; 
2 object ſure before 

Was ever half ſo pleaſing. 
How did that lance become me ! 
But take this flatt'ring mirrour from me. 


Yet once again let me view me. 
Ah charming all n 
LD the ces, withdraws her hand again, 
7 have one look more, 
Tho' that look 1 were ſure would undo me. 


Juno, taking the glaſs from her. 


Be wiſe as you are beautiful, 
Nor loſe this opportunity. 


When Jove appears 

All mY with de fire,. 

Refuſe his proffer'd flame | 

Till you obtain a boon without a name. 


SEMELE. 
Can that avail me? | 


Jvxa. 
Unknowing your intent, 
Hind eager for po ofing, 
He unawares wi _ 
The nameleſs bleſſin 
But bind. rey mY $ 1 2 
Left levtr-like bis word 1 


'  SEMEL 
But how ſhall I attain. : 
To immortality # 
Jvxo. 
Conjure him by his oath 


Not to approach our bed _ * 
Vor. II. * we Wy In 


. 
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In likenefs of a mortal, 
But like himſelf, the mighty thunderer, 
In pomp of majeſty, 
And heav'nly attire; 
As when his proud Saturnia charms, 
And with ineffable delights _ 
Fills her . arms, 
And pays the nuptial rites, 
By this conjunction 
Wich entire divinity 
You ſhall partake of heav'nly effence, | 
And thenceforth leave this mortal fate 
To re Fs r 
Ador' 
In ſpite of et Jung hate. 


SEMuTIR. 
Thus let 3 be paid, 
Thus let my arms embrace ce thee "Ig 


And a | 
With charms 2 A baer u 


Juno. 5 
Rick odours fill The fragrant 
1＋— approach declare. 225 


1 mu 


SEMELE, + 
Adicu—Your council Ti purſue, | 


Juno. Tapart.] 
And ſure deſtruction will enſue. 
Vain wretched fool To ber] Adieu. 


8 De 
* d f 8 A 


Jor1TER enters, offers to embra SEMELE; ſhe 
looks kindly on him, but retires alittle from -him. 


| Jvrrrxx. 

OME to my arms Vovely fair, 
E A by Ape 2 5 
"it 


S E M E L E. 
In my dream late I wod'd thee, 
Anl in vain I purſu'd thee, © ö 
For you fled from my pray'r, 
And bid me deſpair.  ' 
Came to my arms, my lovely fair. 


SEMELE. 


h tis eaſy to 2 
And hard to deny; 


Tho poſſeſſmyg*s a blsſſmg 
For which I could die, 
I dare not, I cannot comply. 


Jue1TER. 
When I languiſb. with anguiſh, 
And tenderly. ſigh, - 
- 4 — deceive me, 
cornfu ly ve : 1 
4b fear not. Lou maj net deny. . 
SEMELE, JUPITER. 
1 dare not, I cannot comply. © 


Jurir kx. 
O Semele, ; 
Why art thou thus inſenſible ? 
Were I a mo | 
Thy barbarous diſdaining 
Would ſurely end me, 


And death at my complaining 
In pity would 99 pos 
SEMELE. | 
1 ever am granting, 


Speak, ſpeak your defire 
Vin all 5.901 Pl e. : 
ay what you require, 
I'll grant it now let us retire, 


R 2 
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SEMELS, 


= _ _ SUMMED 
© 7 SuS. 5 
Swear by the Stygian lake, 


JoriTER, 


By th that tremendous flood I ſwear, 


gian waters hear, 
And — Olympus ſhake, 
In witneſs to = oath I take. 


[ Thunder at a diflance and underneath, 
* SEMELE. 
Vou' ll 11 grant what I require. 


JUPITER, | 
Pl! grant what you require.” 


% I 


SEMELE, — 23 
Then caft off this human ſhape which you wear, © 
And ee, , t . — 5 
defire 1 ſhould charm yr. % 
June u bleſs, "7% 9-3, N 
2 * me muſt careſs, 


W 


Wann 7-1 4 


_ MOD! of, 
all redreſs, pref 


Lire yuh, 7 pal erm ye. 
""SEMELE, 7K 


TI be pheas'd iwith * bf, 

Than my wiſh in exceſs ; © 5 
Let the „ 

Haſle, hate, and prepare,” 

For TI now what'you e + 
Kaen. 


7 2227 2 120 — 
- . 8 * "= 4 » - S % 
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L 


She withdraws, Joe ITER remains penſive and dejeſted. 
Jurir ER. 


Ft whither is ſhe gone ! unha 7 fair! 
k Why did ſhe wiſh 2— did raſhly ſwear ? 
15 is paſt, tis paſt rec 

She muſt a victim fall. 
Anon, when J appear 
The mighty thunderer, 
Arm'd with inevitable fire, 
_ needs muſt inſtantly n | 
Tit paſt, "tis paſt recall, | 
She muſt a victim fall. 
My ſofteſt lightning Pn try, 
And mildeft in t apply : .. 
In vain—for ſhe — fram'd to prove 
None but the lambent flames of s. 
. Fly paſt, tis paſt recall, 
* a victim fall. 


s E NE VL 
Juxo appears in her Chariot aſcending. 
Juno. 
BOFVE mea 
uu 7 . 
44. 
N 


2 with trouble, 


Tr _ Oy 1 to 3 | . 
nay © 2 fradl = 


ERS while to reign, 


tr be beav'n indeed. 
[She aſcends, 


SCENE 


W 111221 


e '# N E VII. 


The Scene opening diſcovers SzMELE lying under i 
Canopy, leaning penfively, while a mournful Sym- 
phony is playing ſhelooksup, and ſees Jur1iTER de- 
icending in a black Cloud; the Motion of the Cloud 
3s flow. "Flaſhes of Ligktni iffue from either 

Side, and Thunder is heard  gravbling in the Air, 


SEMBLE. 


Anger 700 late 1 nee repeat | 
My pride and impious v 
He comes ! Fi off his lighinings me. 


17 ends life confuming : 1 
urn, I burn—4 faint—for . 
O help, 0 help cam ng more 
[ 4s the cloud which contains 
the canopy of Semele, a 


SEPT: 
14 
ning breaks forth, and a clay 5 : 


. palace and he ok 
t ends 
Ale 1 * n 
Suns CG n the . 1 


en egg 
4 


NR VIII. 


JT 
: 


Eater Cannes, breüus, 10 Ino. 


- 83 - : * 4 
- . 0 

* - „ 

: 


N. — b » 88 
Q terror and aſtoniſhment. 9 
22 . Ixo. 


Wear 
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Ine. 


How I was hence remov'd, 
Or hither how return'd, I know not "> 
So long a trance with-held me. | 
But Hermes in a viſion told me 


Ru $ have now related) 
he fate of Semele ; - 
And added, as from me he fed, 


That Jove ordain'd 1 Athamas ſhould wed. 
Capnuus. 5 
Be Joveinev'ry thingobey'd | Forns their hands. 
| ATruanas, 


'Vtiworthy of your charms, myſelf L yield; 
Be Jove's — and yours fulfill. 


CAD Mus. 


"Wa from above the bellying clouds deſcend, 
And * with ſome new wonder this way tend. 


inn 


A bright Cloud deſcends and reſts on Mount Citheron, | 


which opening diſcoyers APOLLO ſeated in it as the 
God of am : 


k 
APOLLO. 


ele comes to relieve your care, 
And future happineſs declare. 


From tyrannous love — your ſorrows 

From tyrannous love you Mull quickly vg 
From Semele's aſbes a phenix ſhall ri 
The joy 7 this 22 delight of f the fir: 


ore mighty love, 


3 = tad 


— — — — . —[1öÜVtrl  — — — 
. 


* 


132 S8 E M E IL. E. 
Aud a ſovereięn juice ſhall invent 
3 rate, a? ; 
Tue fich lover ſhall cure, 

nd fighing and forrow for ever prevent.” 
— be intrry, and ſcorn the blind boy; * 
Your hearts from bi; - wine 1a e 7 
Each day and each night you hall revel in jey, | 

For when Bacchus. is born, Love's reigh's at an end. | 


Cnorvs. 
Then mortals be merry, &c. 
Dance of Satyrs. 
* 
5 Mn 
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TO THE 


The Right Hononrable CHARLES Lord 
1 
*0 2125 my lord, my muſe her tribute pays 
f yarious verie, in various rude eſſays; 
To you, the. firk addrels'd herearly voice, 
By inclination led, and fix'd by choice; 
o you, on whoſe indulgence ſhe depends, 
Her few collected lays, the now commends. 


By no one meaſure bound, her numbers range, 
And unreſolv'd in choice, delight in change; 
Her ſongs to no diſtinguiſh'd Gs aſpire, 
For, now ſhe tries the reed, anon attempts the lyre ; 
In high Parnaſſus ſhe no birth-right claims, 
Nor drinks deep draughts of Heliconian ſtreams; 
Yet near the ſacred mount ſhe loves to rove, 
Viſits the ſprings, and hovers round the _ 
She knows what dangers wait too bold a flight, 


And-fears to fall from an Icarian height : 
Yet, ſhe admires the wing that ſafely ſoars, 
At diſtance follows, and its track adores. 
She knows what room, what force, the ſwan requires, 
. Whoſe tow'ring head above the clouds aſpires, 

And knows as well, it is your loweſt praiſe, 

ch I ſtrength and eaſe. 
a 


Such heights to reach wi 
O had 


106 rr. 


O had your genius been to leiſure born, 
And not more bound to aid us than adorn ! 
Albion in verſe with antient Greece had vi' d. 
And gain'd alone a fame, which there ſev'n ſtates dis 
vide, ; | 
But ſuch, ev'n ſuch renown, too dear had coſt, 
Had we the patriot in the loft; 
A true poetic ſtate we had deplor'd 
Had not your miniſtry our coin reſtor'd. 


But ſtill, my lord, though your exalted name 
Stands foremoſt in the faireſt liſt of fame, 


Tho' your ambition ends in public good, 
> virtue lineal to your — and blood: 

et think not meanly of your other praiſe, 
Nor ſlight the trophies which the muſes raiſe. 
How oft a patriot's beſt laid ſchemes we find 
= party croſs*d, or faction undermin'd ! 
If he ſucceed he undergoes this lot, 
The good receiv'd, the giver is forgot. 
But honours which from verſe their ſource derive, 
Shall both ſurmount detraction, and ſurvive: 
And poets have unqueſftion'd right to claim 
If not the greateft, the moſt lafting name. 


W. CONGREVE. 


THE 


FE. 


HE 


MouRNING Mus of ALExIs. 


- 3 1 j 


F 
'LAMENTING THE DEATH or ; a 34 
CU E EAN M AK T. 
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Infandum Regina Jubes renovare dolorem. 


12 


nx 


ALExX1s, MEeNALCAS. * 


MENALCAS, 


PEhold, Alexis, ſee this loomy ſhade, 
Which ſeems alone for forrow's ſhelter made ; 

Where no glad beams of light can ever play, 

But night ſucceeding night excludes the day ; 
Where never birds with, harmony repair, 

And lightſome notes, to cheer the duſky air, 

To —— day, or bid the ſun farewel, 

By morning lark, or evening Philomel. 


No violet here, nor daiſy e' er was ſeen, | 
No ſweetly budding flower, nor ſpringing green : 
3 


or 
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For fragrant myrtle, and the bluſhing roſe, 

Here batefal yew with deadly cypreſs grows. 

Here then, extended on this wither'd moſs, 

We'll lie, and thou ſhalt fing of Albion's loſs ; 

Of Albion's loſs, and of Paſtora's death, 
Begin thy mournful ſong, and raiſe thy tuneful breath. 


ALEXIS. 


A woe too great! Ah theme, which far excecds 
The lowly lays of humble ſhepherds reeds ! 


O could I ſing in verſe ef equal ſtrain 
With the Sicilian bard, or Mantuan ſwain ; 
Or melting words, and moving numbers chuſe, 
Sweet as the Britiſh Colin's mourning muſe 5 * 
Could I, like him, in tuneful grief excell, 
And mourn like Stella for her Aftrofel z 
Then might I raiſe my voice, / (ſecure of ſkill,) 
And with melodious woe the valleys fill; 
The liſt' ning echo on my ſong ſhould wait, 
Aud hollow rocks Paſtora's name repeat; ' -_ 
Each whiſtling wind, and murm'ring ftream ſhould tell 
How lov'd ſhe liv'd, and how lamented fell, 
„ 
Wert thou with ev'ry bay and laurel crown'd, 
And high as Pan himſelf in ſong renown'd, 
Yet would not all thy art avail to ſhow 
Verſe worthy of her name, or of our woe : 
But fuch true paſſion in thy face appears, 
.In thy pale lips, thick ſighs, and guſbing tears, 
Such tender ſorrow in thy heart I read, 
As ſhall ſupply all Kill, if not exceed. 
2 leave this —— of dumb diſtreſs, 
vulgar grief e us and tears expreſs; 
In — — thy — bane. tl 
And not in ſighs, but words explaining fighs, lament. 
"ain - ALEXIs. | 
Wild be my words, Menaleas, wild my thought 
Artleſs as —— notes in birds — | 


Boundleſs my verſe, and roving be my ftrains, 
Various as flow'rs-on unfrequented plains. 


And 


by ol by — 0 Sf 4 


And 
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d thou, Thalia, darling of my breaſt, 
yg, inſpir'd, I 2 Comu's feaſt, 
While in a 405 the jolly rural thragg — 
Have fat and ſmil'd to hear my chearful ſong : 
Begone, with all thy mirth and Pright'y lays, 
My pipe no longer now thy pow'r obeys 
Learn to lament, my mule, tow mourn, 
Thy ſpringing laurels all to cypre s turn; 
Wound with thy diſmal cries the tender air, TM 
And beat thy ſnowy breaſt, and rend thy yellow hair; 
Far hence, in utmoſt wilds, thy dwelling chuſe, 
Begone Thalia, ſorrow js my muſe, 


I mourn Paſlora dead, let Albion mourn, 

And ſable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
No more theſe woods ſhall with her fight be bleG'g, 
Nor with her feet theſe flow'ry plains be preſs'd ; 
No more the winds {hall with ber trefles play, 
And from her balmy breath ſteal (weets away; 
No more theſe rivers chearfully ſhall pals, 
Pleas'd to reflect the beauties of her face; | 
While on their banks the ye flocks have ſtood, 
Greedy of ſight, and ne t of food. : 


No more the nymphs ſhall with ſoft tales delight 
Her ears, no more with dances pleaſe her $2 
Nor ever more ſhall ſwain make ſong of murt 
To bleſs the joyous day that gave her birth: 
Loft is that day which had from her its light, 
For ever laſt with her, in endleiſs night; 
In endleſs night and arms of death ſhe lies, 
Death in eternal ſhades has ſhut Paſtora's eyes. 


Lament ye nymphs, and mourn ye wretclied ſwains, 
Stray all 25 An oy and deſart be ye plains, 
Sigh all ye winds, and weep ye cryſtal „ 
Fade all ye flowers, and wither all ye woods. 

1 mourn Paftaxa 8 let Albian mourn, 

And ſable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 


Within a diſmal grot, which damps ſurround, 
All cold ſhe lies upon th* unwholſame ground; 
The marble weeps, and with a ſilent pa | 
Its trickling tears diſtil upon her face, 


Falfly 
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Falſly ye weep, ye rocks, and falſly mourn ! 
For never will you let the nymph return ! 
With a feign'd grief the faithleſs tomb relents, 
And like the crocodile its prey laments. 


O ſhe was heav'nly fair in face and mind! 
Never in nature were ſuch beauties join'd : 
Without all ſhining, and within all white 
Pure to the ſenſe, and pleafing to the fight ; 


Like ſome rare flow'r, whoſe leaves all colours yield, 


And opening is with ſweeteſt odours fill'd. 
As lofty pines o'ertop the lowly reed, 
So did — graceful height all nymphs exceed, 
To which excelling height ſhe bore a mind 
Humble as oſiers bending to the wind. 
Thus excellent ſhe was — 
Ah wretched fate! She was, but is no more, 
Help me, Je hills and valleys, to deplore. 

1 mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 

And ſable clouds ber chal ky cliffs adorn. 


From that bleſt earth on which her body lies, 


May blooming flow'rs with fragrant ſweets ariſe : | 


Let Myrrha weeping aromatic gum, 

And ever-hving laurel ſhade her tomb. 

Thither let all th? induftrious bees repair, 
Unlade their thighs, and leave their honey chere; 
Thither let fairies with their train reſort, | 
Neglect their revels and their midnight ſport, 
There, in unuſual wailings, waſte the night, 
And watch her by the fiery glow-worm's fight. 


There may no diſmal yew nor cypreſs grow, 
Nor holly buſh, nor bitter elders bow; 
Let each unlucky bird far build his neft, 
And diſtant dens receive each howling beaft ; 
Let wolves be gone, be ravens put to flight, 
With hooting owls, and bats that hate the light. 


But let the fighing doves their ſorrows bring, 
And nightingales in ſweet complainings fing ; 
Let ſwans from their forſaken rivers fly, | 
And fick'ning at her tomb, make haſte to dye, 
That they may help to ſing her elegy. 


Let 


bt Mt 


— 


> mJ 7 >» | > O 5 > > 


> =" 


et 
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Let echo too, in mimic moan, deplore, 

And cry with me, Paſtora 1s no more ! 
I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 
And ſable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 


And ſee, the heav'ns to weep in due prepare, 
And heavy miſts obſcure the burd ned air; 
A ſudden damp o'er all the plain is ſpread, 
Each lilly folds its leaves, and hangs its head. 
On ev'ry tree the bloſſoms turn to tears, 
And ev'ry bow a weeping moiſture bears. 
Their wings the feather'd airy people droop, 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces ſtoop. 


The rocks are cleft, and new deſcending rills 
Furrow the brows of all th' impending' hills, 
The water-gods to floods their riv'lets turn, 
And each, with ſtreaming eyes, ſupplies his wanting 

urn. 

The fawns forſake the woods, the nymphs the grove, 
And round the plain in ſad diſtractions rove; 
In prickly breaks their tender limbs they tear, 
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair. 


With their ſharp nails themſelves the ſatyrs wound, 
And tug their ſhaggy beards, and bite with grief the 
ground, * in | FW 2 


Lo, Pan himſelf, beneath a blaſted oak 
Dejected lies, his pipe in pieces broke. 
See Pales weeping too, in wild deſpair, 
And to the piercing winds her boſom bear. 


And fee yond fading myrtle, where appears 
The — love, ai bath'd in — Takes, brig 
See how ſhe wrings her hands,” and beats her breaſt, 
And tears her uſeleſs Girdle from her waiſt : | 
Hear the fad murmurs of her ſighing doves, 


For grief they figh, forgetful of their loves. 


Lo, Love himſelf, with heavy woes oppreſt ! 
See, how his ſorrows ſwell his tender breaſt;  _ 
Vor. II. "IR C 
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His bow he breaks, and wide his arrows flings, _ 
And folds his little arms, and hangs his drooping wings; 
Then, lays his limbs upon the dying graſs, 
And all with tears bedews his beauteous face, 
With tears, which from his folded lids ariſe, 
And even Love himſelf has weeping eyes. 
All nature mourns ;, the floods and rocks deplore, 
And cry with me, Paſtora is no more! | 
1 mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 
And ſable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 5 
10 ; "iis U s 24643 iN 7 
The rocks can melt, and air in miſts can mourn, 
And floods can weep, and winds to ſighs can turn; 
The birds, in ſongs, their ſorrows can diſcloſe, 
And 2 and ſwains, in words, can tell their woes. 
But oh ! behold that deep and wild deſpair, 
Which neither winds can ſhow, nor floods, nor air. 


See the great Shepherd, chief of all the ſwains, 
Lord of theſe woods, and wide extended ꝓlains, 
Stretch'd on the ground, and cloſe to earth his face, 
Scalding with tears'th* already faded graſs z, ' 

To the cold clay he joins his throbhung bre 

No more within Paſtora's arms to reſt ! 

No more! For thoſe once ſoft and circling arms 

-Themfelves are clay, and cold are all her charms. 

Cold are thoſe lips, which he no more muſt kiſs, 

And cold that boſom, once all downy bliſs ; 

On whoſe ſoft pillows, lull'd in ſweet, delights, 
He us'd, in balmy fleep, to loſe the nights. 


Ah! where is all that love and fondneſs ſled? ii] 

Ah! where is all that tender ſweetneſs laid ? | 
To duſt muſt all that heav'n-of beauty come! 
And muſt Paſtora moulder in the tomb! 
Ah death! more fierce, and untelenting far, 
Than wildeſt wolves or ſavage tigers are; 
With lambs and ſheep their hungers are-appeas'd, 
But rav*nous-death'the ſhepherdeſs'has ſeiaz d. 

1 mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 


Au fable clouds her chalky cliffs adurn. 
ce But foe, Menalcas, where a ſudden ght, 


“ With wonder ſtops my ſong, and ſtrikes my fight” 
5 66 


8. 


ht! 
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« And where Paſtora lies, it ſpreads around, | 
« Shewing all radiant bright the ſacred ground. 
« While from her tomb behold a flame aſcends 
Of Whiteſt fire, whoſe flight to heab'n extends! 
« On flaky wings it mounts, and quick as'fight © 
„ Cuts thro” the yielding air, with rays of light ; 
% ?Till the blue — at laſt it gains, 
&« And fixing there, a glorious ſtar remains: 

Faireft it ſhines of all that 5 the ſties, 

As once an earth were ſen Paſtora's eyes. 


ON THE TAKING OF 


N A M U g 


IRREGULAR ODE. 


— 


Præſenti tibi Maturos largimur Honores; 
Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatentes. 


3 


4 1 te 
—_ * 


340 I. | 
Or arms and war my Muſe aſpires to ſing, 
And ſtrike the lyre upon an untry'd ſtring: 
New fire informs my ſoul,” unfelt before; 
And, on new wings, to heights unknown I ſoar. 
O pow'r unſeen '% ' whoſe refiſtleſs force © 
Compelb'd, I take his ight direct my courſe : 
» 2 F 


For 


Hon. av Avcugrun. 
** eee. 4 * 
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For fancy, wild and pathleſs ways will chuſe, 
Which judgment, rarely, or with pain, purſues. 
Say, facred nymph, whence this great change proceeds; 
Why ſcorns the lowly ſwain his oaten reeds, 
Daring aloud to ſtrike the ſounding lyre, 

And fing heroic deeds ; 
Neglecting flames of love, for martial fire? 


II. 


William, alone, my feeble voice can raiſe; 
What voice ſo weak, that cannot fing his praiſe 
The liſt'ning world each whiſper will befriend 
That breathes his name, and ev'ry ear attend. 
The hov'ring winds on downy wings ſhall wait around, 
And catch, and waft to foreign lands, the flying ſound, 
Ev'n I will in his praiſe be heard; 

For by his name my verſe ſhall be preferr'd. 

Borne like a lark upon this eagle's wing, 

High as the ſpheres, I will his triumph fing ; 
High as the head of Fame; Fame, whoſe exalted ſize, 
From the deep vale extends, up to the vaulted ſkies : 

A thouſand talking tongues the monſter bears, 

A thouſand waking eyes, and ever open ears; 
Hourly ſhe ftalks, with huge gigantic pace, 
Meafur'ing the globe, like time, with conſtant race: 
Yet ſhall ſhe ſtay, and bend to William's praiſe : 
f him, her thouſand ears ſhall hear triumphant lays, 
f him, her tongues ſhall talk; on him her eyes ſhall 
gaze. 


— 


But lo, a change aſtoniſhing my eyes! 
all around, behold new objecls riſe ! 
What forms are theſe I ſee ? and whence ? 
- Beings ſubſtantial? or does air condenſe, 
To cloath in viſionary ſhape my various thought? 
Are theſe by fancy wrought ! 
Can ſtrong idęa's ftrike ſor deep the ſenſe ! 
O facred'poeſy-!. O bqundleſs power ! | 
What wonders. doſt thou trace, what hidden worlds 
«TEL explore. 115 * "om; 


Thro' ſeas, earth, air, and the wide circling ſky, 
What is not {oughr and ſeen, by thy all-piercing eye! 


IV. Twas 
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IV. 
'Twas now, when flow'ry lawns the profpe& made, 
And flowing brooks beneath a foreft's ſhade ; 
A Jowing heifer, lovelieſt of the herd, ' 
Stood feeding by; while two fierce bulls prepar'd 
Their armed heads for Hght ; by fate of war to prove 
The victor worthy of the fair one's love. 
_ Unthought preſage, of what met next my view! 
For ſoon the ſhady ſcene withdrew. SS 
And now, for woods, and fields, and ſpringing flow'rs; 
Behold a town ariſe, bulwark'd with walls and lofty 
tow'rs ! yo | 
Two rival armies all the plain o'erſpread, 
Each in battalia rang'd, and ſhining arms array'd : 
With eager eyes, beholding both from far, 
Namure, the prize and miſtreſs of the war. 


. 


Now, thirſt of conqueſt, and immortal fame, 

Does ev*ry chief and ſoldier's heart inflame. 

Defenfive arms, the Gallic forces bear ; 

While hardy Britons for the ſtorm prepare : 

For fortune had with partial hand, before. 
Refign'd the rule to Gallia's pow'r. 

High on a rock the mighty fortreſs ſtands, 

Founded by fate; and wrought by nature's hands. 

A wondrous taſk it is th* aſcent to gain, 

Thro? craggy cliffs, that ſtrike the fight with pain, 

And nod impending terrors o'er the plain. 

To this, what dangers men can add, by force or ſkill, 

(And great is human force and wit, in ill) 

Are join d; on ev'ry tide, wide gaping engines wait, 
Teeming with fire, and big with certain fate; 
Ready to hurl deſtruction from above, 

In dreadful roar, mocking the wrath of Jove. 

Thus fearful, does the face of adverſe pow'r appear; 
But Britiſh forces are unus'd to fear: 

Tho? thus 4 they might, if William were not 

there. N N 


| k » | 
But hark, the voice of war! Behold the ftorm begin ! 
The trumpet's clangor ſpeaks in loud alarms, 
Mingling ſhrill notes, with dreadful din 
Of cannons burſt, and rattling claſh'of arms. 
"was 8 CLCalamours 
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8 from earth to heav'n, 8282 heav'n to * 
- rebound, 

Diſtinction, in promiſcuous noiſe is drown'd, 

And echo loſt in one continu'd ſound. 

Forrents of fire from brazen mouths are Ga,” | 

Follow'd by y peals, as if oach pole were rents . 

Such flames the gulphs of Tartarus diſgorge, 
So vaulted Ætna roars from Vulcan's as 3 
Such were the peals from thence, ſuch the vaſt blaze 

5 that broke, 

an wirh horrid gloom, the duſky ſmoke, | 
When mY uge Cyclops did with moulding thunder 
And maſſive bolts on repercuſſive anyils beat. 

VII. 
Amidſt this rage, behold, where William ſtands, 
Undaunted, undifmay'd ! E544 

With face ſerene diſpe nſing dread co ds; 3 

Which heard with 54 are os delight o 15 *. 

A thouſand fiery deaths around him fly ; 

And burning balls hiſs harmleſs by: 75 


For ev'ry pe bs ſacred head muſt ſpare, 
Nor dares the lightning touch the laurels there, 
VIII. | 


Now many a wounded Ream feels the rage 
Of miffive fires that n 
- Which dire revenge alone has pow'r Vaſſunge; 
Revenge makes danger dreadleſs ferm. * T5 
And now with rate force and freſſi attack, 
Through obvious deaths, reſiſtleſs way the 2 
RESET pe earth, _— on heap lay, 
nd ; reſembling Grup {an ar 
* race of — 2 — may) 
The fam'd gigantic war. 
When choſe tall ons of earth, did boa aaſpire; 
(A brave; ut im fre N - 
' Uproeting hills, moſt ſtupendous hale, 
To form 1 high and dreadful { ſcale, 


The gods, with horrour and amaze, look'd down, 


Beholding rocks from; their firm baſis rent; 
Mountain on mountain throw ly, 
With threat? ning bus, chat ſhock th“ ethereal firma- 


ment! 1 Th! 


- 
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Th' attempt, did fear in heav'n create; 
| 2 Jove deſponding fate, 
"Till Mars with all his force colletted, Rood, 
And pour'd whole war on the rebellious brood ; 
Who tumbling KHeadlong from th' empyreal ſkies, 
_  Oferwhelm'd thoſe hills, by which they thought tariſe, 
Mars, on che gods did then his aid beſtow, 3071 
And now in godlike William ſtorms, with equal force 


Still chey proceed, with firm unſhaken pace, 
And hardy breaſts oppos'd to danger's face. 
With daring feet, on ſpringing mines they tread 
Of ſecret ſulphur, in dire ambuſh laid. | 
Still ; tho' all beneath, the lab' ring earth 
Trembles to give the dread irruptions birth. 
Thro' this, thro* more, thro' all they go, 
Mounting at laſt amidſt the vanquiſh'd foe. 
See, how they climb, and ſcale the fteepy walls! 
See, how the age Fee = the retiring Gauls ! 
Now from the fort, behold the yielding flag as ſ 
And William's banner on the breick fas 
| R. 
Hark, the triumphant ſhouts, from every voice ! 
The ſkies with acclamations ring! 
Hark, how around, the hills rejoice, . 
And rocks, reflected Io's fing ! 
Hautboys and fifes and trumpets join'd, 
Heroic harmony prepare, 
And charm to ſilence every wind, 
And glad the late tormented air. 
Far is the ſound of martial muſic ſpread, 
Echoing thro? all the Gallic hoſt __ 


+ 
Ya 


Whoſe ayes troops the dreadful ſtorm ſur- 
| vey'd: | 
But they i wonder, or with awe,:iſmay'd, 
| Unmoy'd. beheld. the fortreſs loſt, 
William, their num' rous troops with terror fill d, 
Such wond'rous charms, can godlike valqur ſhow ! 
Not the wing'd Perſeus, with petrific ſhield 
Of Gorgon's head, to more amazement .charm'd his foe. 
Nor, when on ſoaring horſe he flew, to aid 
And ſave from monſter's rage, the beauteous maid; 


Or 


la- 


Th. 
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Or more heroic was the deed ; 
Or ſhe to ſurer chains decreed, | 
Than was Namure ; *till now by William freed.. 
| XI. 
Deſcend my Muſe, from thy too daring height, 
Deſcend to earth, and eaſe thy wide-ſtretch'd wing; 
or weary art thou grown, of this unwonted flight, 
And doſt with pain of triumphs ſing. en 
More fit for thee, reſume thy rural reeds; 
For war let more harmonious harps be ſtrung: 
Sing thou of love, and leave great William's deeds 
To Hun who ſung the Boyne; or Him to whom he ſung. 


THE 
BIRTH of the M US E, 
To the Right Honourable 


Cranes Lord H ALI F AX. 


RS 1 * *1 


— —„— 


Dignum laude virum Muſa metat mori. Honar. 


— 


DESCEND, celeftial Muſe ! thy ſon inſpire 
| Of thee ts fing ; infuſe the holy fire. 
Belov'd of gods and men, thyſelf diſcloſe; _ 
Say, from what ſource thy heav'nly pow'r aroſe, 


The deeds of heroes deathleſs in renown, + 
Extends their life and fame to ages yet unknown. 


ich from unnumber'd years deliv'ring down ; 


Time and the Muſe ſet forth with equal 1 
At once the rivals ſtarted to the race: A 


DJ JS 


. And 
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To him preſoribe, and fix each fated 


- 
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And both at once the deſtin'd; courſe ſhall end, 
Or both to all eternity conte. 
One to preſerve what Yother cannot ſave, + 
And reſcue virtue rifing from the grave 


To thee, 0 Montague, theſe ſtrains are ſung, 
For thee my voice is tun'd, and ſpeaking lyre =, Ai 
For ee of ev'ry Muſe is thine, | 
In thee their various fires united {ſhins, 


Darling of Phœbus and the tuneful nine! 


Whoſe natuxe can forgive, and pow'r defend, 


To thee alone I dare iny ſong commend, , 
And ſhew by tarns the patron and the friend. ; 


Begin, my Muſe, from Jove derive thy ſong, 
Thy ſong of right, does firſt to; Jove belong: 
For thou thyſelf art of celeſtial teed, 

Nor dare a fire inferior boaſt the breed. 
When firſt che frame of this vaſt ball was made, 


— — 


And Jove with joy the finiſh'd work ſurvey d; 


Viciffitudè of things, of men and ſtates, 
Their riſe; and fall were deſtin'd by the fates. . 
Then Time had firſt, a name; by firm decree 
Appointed lord of all mie ? A+ 
ithin whoſe ample boſom tates repoſe _ 
Cauſes of things, and ferret feeds encloſe, | 
Which ripening there, ſhall one day gain a birth, 
And force a * thro“ the. teeming eartn. 
To him they give, to rule the ſpacious light, 
And bound the JET ee and night; 
To wing the hours that Whirl the rowling ſphere, 
To ſhift the ſcaſons, and conduct the year. 
Duration of dominion and of pow'r .' 
| h fated hour. 
This mighty rule, to Time the fates ordain, 
But yet to hard conditions bind his reign. 
For ev'ry beautedus birth he brings to light, 
(How good ſoe er and grateful in bis fight,) . . 
e muff again to native carth-reftore, £ 
= all his race with 2098 teeth Fs "pA 5 
or good, nor great ſhall ſcape his hungry maw, _. 
But bleeding ac prove rind To rent 
B.A * „ 


— 
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Not the looſned earth aloft was flung, 

Or poidds amid the ſkies in balance hung. 
Nor yet, did golden fires the ſun adorn, 

Or botrow'd luftre filver Cynthia's horn. 

Nor yet, had Time commiſſion to begin, 

Or fate, the many-twiſted web to ſpin; 

When all the heav'nly hoſt aſſembled came 

To view the world yet reſting on its frame; 

Eager the ey preſs, to ſee the fire diſmiſs, ' 

And roll the globe along the vaſt abyſs. | 


When dee revotvin tho WW 
Which for ace lulpend — ſcene, 
Once more his eyes on Time intentive jooks 

in, inſpe& Fate's univerſal book. 
Abroad the wondrous volume he diſpla | 
And preſent views the deeds of future da *. 


A beauteous ſrens adorns the foremoſt bete. 
Where nature's bloom preſents the golden age. 
The golden leaf to filver ſoon reſi 
And fair the ſneet, but yet more ey ſhines. 
Of baſer braſs, the next denotes the times; 
An impious page deform'd with deadly erin. 
The fourth yet wears a worſe and browner Ton 
And adds to gloomy days an iron race. 


: He turns the book, and every See, 
Then all the kingly Hie Ris be be rives 21 
The firſt of men, and'lords of earth e 
Who under him ſhould govern human-kind, 
Of future heroes, - the lives he reads 
In ſearch of glory pe 3 and . Leet 


rener 
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Who empires bd 22 tties build,” 
And ſavage men compel e the field. 

All dis h B, init all be W. W/ 1 
When lo ! but thence a narrow ſpace remoy'd, ＋. 
And hungry Time has all the ſcene defacd, p03 Ar 
ho 14 deſtroy'd, and laid the kingdoms waſte > | 

er all in common ruins lie, 1 | 

200 but anon _ ev'n 24, compulton fi . 8 Wi 
Th' n inly touch d, com fo 

Io ſee neee: 2 2 
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And forward ſearch'd the roll, to find if fate 

Had no reſerve to ſpare the good and great. 

Bright in his view the Trojan heroes ſhine, 

And Ilian ftruftures rais'd by hands divine; 

But Ilium ſoon in native duſt is laid, 

And all her boaſted pile a ruin made : 

Nor great Eneas can her fall withſtand, 

But flies, to ſave his gods, to foreign land. _ 
The Roman race ſucceed the Dardan ſtate, | j 
And firſt and ſecond Cæſar godlike great. 
Still on to after- days his eyes deſcend, | . 
And riſing heroes ill the ſearch attend. 1 
Proceeding thus, he many empires paſs'd ; lj 
When fair Britannia fix'd his fight at laſt. | | 


Above the waves ſhe lifts her filver head, | i 
And looks a Venus born from ocean's bed. | 
For rowling years, her happy fortunes ſmile, 

And fates propitious bleſs the beauteous iſle ; 

To worlds remote, ſhe wide extends her reign, 

And wields the trident of the ſtormy main. 

Thus on the baſe of empire firm ſhe ſtands, 

While bright Eliza rules the willing lands. 


But ſoon a low'ring ſky comes on apace, 
And Fate revers'd ſhews an ill omen'd face. 
The void of heav'n a gloomy horror fills, 
And cloudy veils involve her ſhining hills; 
Of greatneſs paſs'd no footſteps ſhe retains, 
Sunk in a ſeries of inglorious reigns. | 
She feels the change, and deep regrets the ſhame 
Of honours loſt; and her diminiſh*'d-name : 
Conſcious, ſhe ſeeks from day to ſhrowd her head, 
And glad wou'd ſhrink beneath her oozy bed. 


Thus far, the ſacred leaves Britannia's woes 
In ſhady draughts and duſky lines diſcloſe. 
Th' enſuing ſcene revolves a martial age, 


And ardent colours gild the glowing page. 


Behold ! of radiant light an orb ariſe, : 1 
Which kindling day, reſtores the darkned ſkies; | 
And ſee ! on ſeas the beamy ball deſcends, © 
2 And now its courſe to fair Britannia bends : 
4 Bog U 2 | Along 
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Along the foamy main the billows beer 
The Roaring fire, and waft the ſhining:ſpheres _ | 
Fail, happy omen! hail, auſpicious fight ! -_ 

Thou glorious guide to yet a greater light. 
For ſee ! a prince, whom dazzling arms ry TY 


980 


Purſuing cloſely; plows the wat'ry-way;:! 

Tracing the glory Gre Uh flaming fear” 

{i : SI © 
Britannia, riſe; ke, O faireſt ile, | 
From iron ſleep;;! again thy fortunes ſmile. 
Once more look: up, the mighty man behold, 
Whoſe reign rene ws the — age of gold. 
The Fates at length the bliſsful web have * 
And bid it round in endleſs circles run. * 
Again, ſhall diſtant lands confeſs th ſway, 
Again, the wat'ry world thy rule obey 
Again, thy martial ſons mal thirſt rl — 4 
And win in foreign fields a deathleſs name; ; 
For William's genius every ſoul inſpires res, 
And warms tlie frozen youth with Wurde firess 
Already, ſee, the hoſtile troops retreat: 
And ſeem forwarn'diof weir im i _— fare, 
Already routed-foes his fury folly « 
And fly the force of his unerrin ſteel, 
The haughty Gaul, who well *till now; might bout, 
A matchleſs fword at unreſiſted hoſt; F554 
At his foreſeen approach. the field forſukes 3 : | 
His cities tremble; and his empire ſhakes. / 
His tow'ring enſigns long had aw'd the lain, 
And fleets audaciouſly uſurp'd the main; 
A gath' ring ſtorm he foem'd, which from afar 
Tecm'd with a i deluge of deſtructive war, 
*Til-William's'ftronger/gemus'foar'd ez 
And down the ſkies the daring tempeſt drove. 
So from the radiant ſun retires the ni  - 
And weſtern clouds ſhot thro*: with orient light. 
So when th“ aſſuming god, whom ſtorms obey» 
To all the warring wmds at once gave "ay; | 
Ihe frantic brethren rayag'd all around, | 

And rocks, and woods, ànd ſhores their rage reſoundj | 
Incumbent o'er the main, at length they cep 5 
The liquid plains, and raiſe the peaceful Gep 7 : / 
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=. But when ſuperior Neptune leaves his bed, : 
S His trident _ and ſhews his . head; at | 
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The madding winds are huſh'd, the tempeſts ceaſe, | 


* 


And ev'ry rolling ſurge reſides in peace. \ 


And now the ſacred leaf a landſkip wears, 
Where, héav'n ſerene; and air unmov'd appears. 
The Roſe and Lilly paint the verdant'plains,  -- | 
And Palm and Olive ſhade the ſylvan ſcenes. 
The peaceful Thames beneath his banks abides, 
And ſoft, and ſtill, the filver ſurface glides. 
The Zephyrs fan the fields, the whiſp'ring breeze + 
With fragrant breath remurmurs thro? the trees. 
The warbling birds applauding new-born light,” 
In wanton meaſures wing their airy flit. a 
Above the floods the fingy race repaiß . . 
And bound aloft, and baſk in upper air; 
They gild their fealy backs in Phœbus beams, 
And ſcorn to ſłkim the level of the ftreams., 
Whole nature wears a gay and 88 ö 
And blooms and ripens with the fruits of peace, 


No more the lab!ring hind regrets his toil, 
But chearfully manures the grateful ſoil; 
pecure the glebe a-plenteous crop will yield, 
And golden Ceres grace the waving field. 
Ti advent'rous man, who durſt the deep explore, 
Oppoſe the winds, and tempt the ſhelfy ſhore, 
Beneath his roof now taſtes unbroken reſt, 
Enough with native wealth and plenty bleſt. 

bids s 12nd of r en 11 


No more the forward youth purſues alarms, 
Nor leaves the ſacred arts for ſtubborn arms. N 
No more the mothers from their hopes are torn, 
Nor weeyith maids the prõmis'd lover-mourn. ML 
o more the widows ſhrieks and orphans cries, 
rment the patient ut and pierce the ſkies. 
But peaceful joys the proſp'rous times afford, 
And baniſh'd virtue is again reſtor' d. 
And he whoſe arms atone ſuſtain'd the toil, Try 
And prop'd- the -nodditg frame of Britain's iſie: 
By whoſe illuſtrious deeds, her leaders fir d, 
Have honours loft reftiev'd, and new #equir'd; | 
With equal ſway will virtue's laws maintain, + | 1 (2 
And good, as great, in awful peace ſhaſtreign 35:1 


- | 34 +> 


Ci 
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For his example Milt the rule ſhall. give, * 
And thoſe it taught to conquer, teach to live. | 


Proceeding on, the father ſtill unfolds. 
Succeeding leaves, and brighter till beholds; 
The lateſt ſeen the faireſt ſeems to ſhine, * 
Yet ſudden does to one more fair reſign. | 
Th Eternal paus d — 4 i 
Nor would Britannia's fate beyond explore; 
Enough he ſaw beſides the coming ſtore. 
Enough the hero had already done, 

And round the wide extent of glory run: 
Nor further now the ſhining path purſues, 
But like the ſun the fame bright race renews, 


And ſhall remorſelefs fates on him have pow'r! 

Or Time r | | 
Then, whe all the brave for fame conteſt 2 
Why is this man diſtinguiſh'd from the reft ? 
Whoſe ſoaring genius now ſublime aſpires, 
And deathleſs fame the due reward requires. 

: Approving heav'n th* exalted: virtue views, 19 
Not can the claim which it approves refuſe, 


The great Creator ſoon the grant reſolves, 
And in his mighty mind the means revolves, 
E thought; nor doubted once, again to chuſe, 
ut ſpake the word, and made th' immortal Muſe. 
* Ne'er did his pow'r produce ſo bright a child, 
On whoſe ercation infant nature imil'd. | 
Perfect at firſt, a finiſh'd form ſhe wears, M 
And youth perpetual in her face appears, * 
Th' aſſembled lap who long expecting ſtay'd, ! 
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With new delight gaze on the lovely maid, | 
And think the wiſh-for world was well delay d. 
Nor did the fire himſelf his Joy diſguiſe, _ 

But ſteadfaſt view'd, and fix'd, and fed his eycs, 
Intent a ſpace, at length he filence broke, © 
And thus the god the heav'aly fair beſpoke. _ 


4 2ST S $352 5 FAY 6 S554 n \ 

To thee, Immortal Maid, from this bleſs'd hour, 

O'er Time and Fame, I give unbounded pow'r. 
Thou, from oblivion ſhalt the hero fave ; 

Ihalt raiſe, revive, immortalize the brave. 


To 
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Thro' him thy ſongs ſhall more fublime aſpire; 


He launch 
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To thee, the Dardan you ſhall owe his fame; 
To thee, the Cæſars their eternal name. 
Eliza ſung by thee, with Fate ſhall ftrive, 

And long as time, in ſacred verſe ſurvive. 
And yet O Muſe, remains the nobleſt theme; 
The firſt of men, mature for endlefs fame, | 
Thy future ſongs ſhall grace, and all thy lays, 
Thenceforth, e ſhall wait on William's praiſe, 
On his heroic deeds thy verſe ſhall riſę; DN 114) 
Thou ſhalt diffuſe the fires that he ſupplies. - 


* 


And he, thro* them, ſhall deathleſs fame acquire: 
Nor Time, nor fate his glory ſhall oppoſe, 
Or blaſt the monuments the Muſe beſtows. 


This ſaid; no more remain d. Th' ethereal hoſt, 
Again impatient croud the cryſtal coaſ. 
The father, now, within his ſpacious hands, 
Encompaſs'd all the mingled maſs of ſeas and lands; 
And having heay'd aloft the pond'rous ſphere, 

d the world to float in ambient air. 


ON 
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. I. Ort:: 
ET all be huſht, each ſofteſt motion ceaſe, 
Be ev'ry loud tumultuous thought at peace, 
And ev'ry ruder gaſp of breath R 
Be calm, as in the axtus of death. | 
And 
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And thou moſt fickle, moſt uneaſy part, 
Thou reſtleſs wanderer, my heart, 
Be ſtill; gently, ah gently, leave; 
Thou huſy, idle thing; — — ' 
Stix nat a pulſe; and let my 
That turbulent, unrul flood, 

; Be ſoftly ſtaid';. | 
'Let me be all, but — attention, dead. 
flary ſprings 
'officious toll and ſtrife; - 
For 1 woul her her ons. 27) 7 


Go, reſt, _ 


0 ed 1 2 
5. A 21 2 
Come all all ye love-ſick maids and wounded ſwains, 
And lifter to her heating ſtrains. | 
A woadrous balm, between her lips ſhe we: LY 
Of ſoy*reign force to-ſoften cares 
ear ſhe can impart, | 
By tuneful breath diffus d) to evry beute. 
wife IE: entle charmer flies, Tl 
er grief ſoft air a 
| Which, warbling myſtic ſo 
. Cements the blecdin panter's wol nds, 
But ah! beware of — 
Let no unpleaſing murmur or harſh groan, 
ighted loves — : 
Your very tend reſt movin 
For even they will be too 
— let nought but "cs Silence come, 


1 And let all ſaucy praiſe be dumb. 


And this thro? ev 


rous moan: 


hs forbear, 
'rous here. 


f nfo is — 
Methinks I {ce ho ght god appear, 
In all his Ls pomp array'd, 
the rey' rend ſhade : 
An anicient figh he fits upon, 
Whoſe memory of ſound is lon 
And purpoſely annihilated. for 
Beneath, two ſoft tranſparent clouds do apt 
In which bs ſeems to fink his ſofter feets 
thought, condens'd to air, 


'n from a lover in deſpair,” => 


ſince gone, 


+ ws 


| A melanch e 


In 


Be 


- 


— »4 


r 


— 


O 


Deſcending angels cull the thinneſt air ! 
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Like a thin mantle, ſerves to wrap 
In fluid folds his viſionary ſhape, : 
A wreath of darkneſs round his head he wears, 
Where curling miſts ſupply the want of hairs: . 


i While the ſtill vapours, which from poppies rile, 


Bedew his hoary face, and lull his eyes. 
| IV. 


But hark! the heav'nly ſphere turns round, 
And Silence now eis drown'd 
Ini extaſy of ſound, _ 4 
How on a ſudden the till air is chard, 
As if all harmony were juſt alarm'd ! 
And ev'ry ſoul with tranſport fill'd, [1 
Alternately is thaw'd and chill'd. | 
See how the heav'nly choir 
Come flocking to admire, 
And with what ſpeed and care, 


Haſte then come all th' immortal throng, 
And liſten to her ſong ; 
Leave your lov'd manſions, in the ſky, 
And hither, quickly hither fly; : 
Yvur loſs of heav'n, nor ſhall you need to fear, 
While ſhe ſings, tis heav'n here. | 
N 
See how they croud, ſee how the little cherubs ſkip ! 
While others fat around her mouth, and fip 
Sweet hallelujahs from her lip. 
Thoſe lips, where in ſurpriſe of bliſs they rove 
For ne'er before did angels taſte | 
So exquiſite a feaſt, 
Of muſic and of love; 
Prepare then, ye immortal choir, 
Each ſacred minſtrel tune his lyre, 
And with her voice in chorus join, 
er voice, which next to yours is moſt divine. 
Bleſs the glad earth with heav'nly lays, 
And to that pitch th* eternal accents raiſe, 
Which only breath inſpir'd can reach, 
To notes, which only ſhe can learn, and you can teach; 
While we, charm'd with the lov'd exceſs, _ 
Are wrapt in ſweet ſorgetfulneſs: | 
Of all, of all, but of the preſent happineſs : _ 
Vol. II. * Wiſhing 
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| Wiſhing for ever in that ſtate to lie, 
* | For ever to be dy ing fo, yet never die. 


J 


LAMENTATION and PETITION 


1 


ACHILLES, for the Body of his Son 
HECTOR. 


Tranſlated from the Greek of Homer, *Iaad. v. 


Beginning at this Line, 
Lr a p Carnoas a gn Tf {6XXxf0v "OAvumoy 
"Kepariars : *ͤ 


Mt. 
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Argument introductory to this Tranſlation. 


Hector's body, (after he was ſlain) remained ſtill in the 

- poſſeſſion of Achilles; for which Priam made great 
lamentation. Jupiter had pity on him, and ſent Iris 
to comfort him, and direct him after what manner he 
ſhould go to Achilles' tent; and how he ſhould there 
ranſom the body of his fon. Priam accordingly or- 
ders his chariot to be got ready, and preparing rich 
' preſents for Achilles, ſets forward to the Grecian 
camp, accompanied by no body but his herald Idæus. 
Mercury, at Jupiter's command, meets him by the 
way, in the figure of a young Grecian, and, after 
bemoaning his misfortunes, undertakes to drive his 


chariot, 


N 


Son 


—— 


On. 
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chariot; unobſerved, through the guards, and to the 
door of Achilles' tent; which having performed, 
he diſcovered himſelf a god, and giving him a ſhort 


inſtruction, how to move Achilles to compaſſion, 
flew up to heaven. 


80 ſpake the god, and heav'nward took his flight: 
When Priam from his chariot did alight; 

Leaving Idæus there, alone he went 

With ſolemn pace, into Achilles' tent.“ 

Heediets, he paſs'd thro' various rooms of ſtate, 

Until approaching where the hero ſate; 

There at a feaſt, the good old Priam found 

Jove's beſt belov'd, with all his chiefs around: 

Two only were t'attend his perſon plac'd, ; 

Automedon and Aly mus; the reſt c 

At greater diſtance, greater ſtate expreſs'd. 


Priam, unſeen by theſe, his way purſu'd, 
And firft of all was by Achilles-view'd. 
About his knees his trembling arms he caſt, 
And agonizing graſp'd and held em faſt ; 
Then caught oh hands, and kiſs'd and preſs'd em cloſe, 
Thoſe hands, th' inhuman authors of his woes; 
Thoſe hands, whoſe unrelenting force had coſt 
Much of his blood (for many 1ons he loft.) 


But, as a wretch who has a murder done, 
And ſeeking refuge, does from juſtice tun ; 
Ent'ring ſome houſe, in haſte, where he's unknown, 
Creates amazement in the lookers on: 
So did Achilles gaze, ſurpriz'd to ſee 
The godlike Priam's royal miſery ; 
All on each other gaz'd, all in ſurprize 
And mute, yet ſeem'd to queſtion with their eyes, 
Till he at length the ſolemn filence broke; 
And thus the venerable ſuppliant ſpoke. 


Divine Achilles, at your feet behold 
A proftrate king, in wretchedueſs grown old: 
Think on your father, and then look on me, 
His hoary age and helpleſs perſon ſec ; 
So furrow'd are his cheeks, ſo white his hairs, 
Such, and ſo many his declining years; 


Cou'd 
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Cou'd you imagine (but that cannot be) 
Cou'd you imagine ſuch, his miſery ! 

Yet it may come, when he ſhall be oppreſs'd, 
And neighb'ring princes * his country waſte; 
Ev'n at this time perhaps ſome pow'rful foe, * 
Who will no mercy, no compaſſion ſnow, 
Ent'ring his palace, ſees him feebly fly, 

And ſeek protection, where no help is nigh. 

In vain, he may your fatal abſence mourn, 
And wiſh in vain for your delay'd return; 

Yer, that he hears you hve, is ſome relief ; 
Some hopes alleviate his excels of grief. 

It glads his ſoul to think, he once may ſee 


His much-lov'd fon ; would that were granted me ; 


But I, moſt wretched I! of all bereft! 
Of all my worthy ſons, how few are left! 
Vet fifty goodly youths I had to boaſt, 

When ff the Greeks invaded Ilion's coaſt; . 
Nineteen, the joyful iſſue of one womb, 
Are now, alas ! a mournful tribute to one-tomb. 
Mercileſs war, this devaſtation wrought, _ 
And their ſtrong nerves to diſſolution brought. 


Still one was left, in whom was all my hope, 
My age's comfort, and his country's prop J 
Hector, my darling, and my laſt defence, 
Whoſe life alone, their deaths could recompence ; 
And, to complete my ſtore of countleſs woe, 
Him you have flain—of him bereav'd me too! 

For his ſake only, hither am I come ; | 
Rich gifts I bring, and wealth, an endleſs ſum 
All to redeem that fatal prize you won, N 


A worthleſs ranſom for ſo brave a ſon. 


Fear the juſt gods, Achilles ; and on me 
With pity look, think you your father ſee ; 
Such as "Fong he is, alone in this, 
] can no equal have in miſeries ; ; 

Of all mankind, moſt wretched and forlorn, 


Bow'd with ſuch weight, as never has been borne ; 


Reduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whom 
The ſpring and ſource' of all my ſorrows come; 


With gifts, to court mine and my country's bane, 
And kiſs thoſe hands, which have my children flain. 


He 
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He ſpake. 
| Now, ſadneſs o'er Achilles' face appears, 
Priam he views, and for his father fears : | 
That, and compaſſion melt him into tears. 
Then, gently with his hand he put away 
Old Priam's face, but he ſtill proftrate lay, 
And there with tears, and fighs, afreſh begun 
To mourn the fall of his ill-fated ſon. * 
But paſſion diff*rent ways Achilles turns, 
Now, he Patroclus, now, his father mourns : 
Thus both with lamentations fill'd the place, 
Till ſorrow ſeem'd to wear one common face. 


THE 


LAMENTATIONS 


HecuBa, ANDROMACHE, and HELEN, 


Over the dead Body of HECT OR. 
[Tranſlated from the Greek of Homer, uad. . 


Beginning at this Line, 


"Hes e xpuriwmiwmn®- ix ha magay in alas. 


3 Connexion of this with the former Tranſlation; 
Priam, at laſl, moves Achilles to « 2apaTon, and af- 
ie, ter having made him preſents of great va. ae, obtains 
lain. the body of his ſon. Mercury awakens Priam early 
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in the morning, and adviſes him to haſte away with 
the body, leſt Agamemnon thould be informed of 
his being in the camp; he himſelf helps to harneſs 
the mules and horſes, and conveys him ſafely, and 
without noiſe, chariot and all, from among the Gre- 
cian tents ; then flies up to heaven, leaving Priam 
and Idzus to travel on with the body toward Troy. 


| N OW did the ſaffron morn her beams diſplay, 
Gilding the face of univerſal day; 

When mourning Priam to the town return'd ; 
Slowly his chariot mov'd, as that had mourn'd ; 
The mules, beneath the' mangled body go, 
As bearing (now) unuſual weight of woe. 
To Pergamus high top Caſſandra flies, 
'Thence, ſhe afar the fad proceſſion ſpies : 
Her father and Idzus firſt appear, 
Then Hector's corps extended on a bier; 
At which, her boundleſs grief loud cries began, 
And, thus lamenting, thro? the ftreets ſhe ran: 
Hither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all] 
Behold the gediike Hector's funeral! 

er you went with joy, to ſee him come 
_ Adorn'd with conqueſt and with laurels home, 
Aſſemble naw, his ranſom'd body ſee, 
I hat once was all your joy, now all your miſery ! 


She ſpake, and ftrait the num'rous croud obey'd, 
Nor man, nor woman, in the city ſtaid ; 
Common conſent of grief had made *em one, 

With clam'rous moan to Sczas gate they run, 
There the lov'd body of their Hector meet, 
Which they, with loud and freſh lamentings greet. 
His rev'rend mother, and his tender wife, | 
Equal in love, in grief had equal ftrife : 

In ſorrow they no moderation knew, 

But wildly wailing, to the chariot flew ; 

There ftroye the rolling wheels to hold, while each 
Attempted firft his breathleſs corpſe to reach; 
Aloud they beat their breaſts and tore their hair, 
Bending around with ſhrieks the ſuff ring air. 


Now had the throng of people ſtopt the way, 
Wo would have there lamented all the day, 


2 | But 


ut 


/ 
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But Priam from his chariot roſe, and ſpake, 
Trojans enough; truce with your ſorrows mate; 
Give way to me, and yield the chariot room; 

Firſt let me bear my Hector's body home, 


Then mourn your fill. At this the croud gave way, 


Yielding, like waves of a divided ſea, 


Idzus to the palace drove, then laid, 
With care the body on a ſumptuous bed, 

And round about were ſkilful fingers plac'd, 

Who wept, and figh'd, and in fad notes expreſs'd 
Their moan ; all ina chorus did agree 

Of univerſal, mournful harmony. 

When, firſt, Andromache, her paſſion broke, 

And thus (cloſe preſſing his pale cheeks) ſhe ſpoke. 


ANDROMACUE's Lamentation. 


O my loſt huſband ! let me ever mourn 
Thy early fate, and too untimely urn : 
In the full pride of youth thy glories fade, 
And thou in aſhes muſt with them be laid. 


Why is my heart thus miſerably torn ! 
Why am I thus diſtreſs'd! why thus forlorn ! 
Am I that wretched thing, a widow left:? 
Why do I live, who am of thee bereft ! 
Yet I were bleſt, were I alone undone ; 
Alas, my child! where can an infant run? 
Unhappy orphan ! thou in woes art nuſt; 
hy were you born ?—I am with bleſſings curſt ! 
For long e'er thou ſhalt be to manhood grown, 
Wide deſolation will lay waſte this town : 
Who is there now that can protection give. 
Since he, who was her ſtrength, no more doth live? 


Who of her rev'rend matrons will have care? 


Who fave her children from the rage of war ? 
For He to all father and huſband was, 

And all are orphans now, and widows by his loſs. 
Soon will the Grecians, now, inſulting come, 
And bear us captives to their diſtant home; 

I, with my child, muſt the ſame fortune ſhare, 
And all alike, be pris'ners of the war; 


£ *Mongft | 
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Mongſt baſe-born wretches he his lot muſt have, 
And be to ſome inhuman lord, a flave. 

Ele ſome avenging Greek, with fury fill'd, 

Or for an only fon, or father kill'd 

By Hector's hand, on him will vent his rage, 

And with his blood his thirſty grief aſſwage; 

For many fell by his relentleſs hand, | 
Biting that ground, which with their blood was ſtain'd; 


Fierce was thy father (O my child) in war, 
And never did his foe in battle ſpare ; KP 
Thence come theſe ſuff rings, which ſo much have coſt; 
Much woe to all, but ſure to me the moſt. 

I ſaw him not, when in the pangs of death, 

Nor did my lips receive his lateſt breath; 

Why held he not to me his dying hand ? 

And why receiv'd not I his laſt command? 
Something he would have ſaid, had I been there, 
Which I thould ftill in fad remembrance bear ; 
For I could never, never words forget, 


Which night and day I ſhould with tears repeat. 


She ſpake, and wept afreſh, when all around, 
A general ſigh diffus'd a mournful ſound. 


Then Hecuba, who long had been oppreſt 
With boiling paſſions in her aged breaſt, 
Mingling her words with ſighs and tears, begun 
A lamentation for her darling ſon. 


Hx cus a's Lamentation. 


Hector, my joy, and to my ſoul more dear 
Than all my other num'rous iſſue were; 
O my laſt comfort, and my beſt belov'd ! | 
Thou, at whoſe fall, ev'n Jove himſelf was mov'd; 
And ſent a god his dread commands to bear, 
So far thou wert high heav'n's peculiar care! 
From fierce Achilles“ chains thy corpſe was freed ; 
So kind a fate was for none elſe decreed : 
My other ſons, made pris'ners by his hands, 
Were ſold like ſlaves, and ſhipt to foreign an” . 

| "1 0 ou 
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Thou too wert ſentenc'd by his barb'rous doom, 

And dragg'd, when dead, about Patroclus' tomb, 
His lov'd Patroclus, whom thy hands had ſlain ; 

And yet that cruelty was urg'd in vain, c 
Since all could not reſtore his life again. 

Now freſh and glowing, even in death thou art 

And fair as he who fell by Phoebus? dart, | 


Here-weeping Hecuba her paſſion ſtay'd, 
And univerſal moan again was made ; 
When Helen's lamentation hers ſupply'd, 
And thus, aloud, that fatal beauty cry'd. 


 HEeLEN's Lamentation. 


O Hector, thou wert rooted in my heart, 
No brother there had half ſo large a part: 
Not leſs than twenty years are now paſt o'er, 
Since firſt I landed on the Trojan ſhore ; 
Since I with godlike Paris fled from home ; 
83 F had dy'd before that day had come !) 
n all which time (ſo gentle was thy mind) 
I ne'er could charge thee with a deed unkind ; 
Not one untender word, or look of ſcorn, 
Which I too often have from others borne, 
But you from their reproach ſtill ſet me free, 
And kindly have reprov'd their cruelty ; 
If by my ſiſters, or the queen revil'd, 
For the good king, like you, was ever mild) | 
our kindneſs ſtill has all my grief beguil'd. 
Ever in tears let me your loſs bemoan, 
Who had no friend alive, but you alone : 
All will reproach me now, where-e'er I paſs, 
And fly with horror from my hated face. 
This ſaid, ſhe wept, and the vaſt throng was mov'd, 
And with a gen'ral ſigh her grief approv'd. 
When Priam (who had heard the mourning croud) 
Roſe from his ſeat, and thus he ſpake — 


Ceaſe your lamentings, Trojans, for a while, 
And fell down trees to build a fun ral pile; 
Fear not an ambuſh by the Grecians laid, 

For with Achilles twelve days truce I made. 


Vor. II. Y . He 


166, Pons upon SEVERAL OccaMuons, 
He ſpake, and all obey'd as with one mind, 


Chariots were brought, and mules and oxen joinld 3 
Forth from the city all the people went, 

And nine days ſpace was in that labour ſpent; 

The tenth, a moſt ſtupendous pile they made, 

And on dere the manly. Hector laid, 

Ihen gave it fire; while all, with weeping eyes, 
Beheld the rolling flames and ſmoak ariſe. | 

All night they wept, and all the night it burn'd ; 

But when the roſy morn with day return'd, | 
About the pile the-thronging people came, 


And with black wine, quench'd the remaining flame, 


His brothers then, and friends ſearch'd ev'ry where, 

And gath'ring up his ſnowy bones with care, 

Wept o'er *em ; when an urn of gold was brought, 

Wrapt in ſoft purple palls, and richly wrought, 

In which the ſacred aſhes were interr'd, | 

Then o'er his grave a monument they rear'd. 

Mean time, ſtrong guards were plac'd, and careful 
ſpies, 

To watch the Grecians, and prevent ſurprize, - 

The work once ended, all the vaſt reſort ; 

Of mourning people went to Priam's court; 

There they refreſh'd their weary limbs with reſt, 

Ending the fun' ral with a falemn feaſt. 


iy +. vx 
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P ARAPHRASE 
„ don 
H. OR ABS 
ODE AS LIK KL 
Mater ſæva Cuptdinum, Sc. 


L 


HE 2 queen of ſoft deſires, 
With the reſiſtleſs aid of ſprightly wine 
And wanton eaſe, conſpires 
To make my heart its peace reſign, 
And re- admit love's long rejected fires. 
For beauteous Glycera I burn, 
The flames fo long repell'd with double force return: 
Matchleſs her face appears, and ſhines more bright 
Than poliſh'd marble when reflecting light; 
PEE OY er very _—_— warms; 
And with a grateful fullenneſs ſhe charms: 
Each look darts forth a thouſand rays, 
Whoſe luſtre an unwary fight betrays, 
My eye-balls ſwim, and I grow giddy while I gaze, 
II. | 
She comes! ſhe comes! ſhe ruſhes in my veins ! 
At once all Venus-enters, -and at large-ſhe reigns ! 
Cyprus no more with het abode is bleſt, 
I am her palace, and her throne my breaſt, 
Of ſavage Scythian-arms no more Iwrite, 
Or Parthian archers, who in flying fight, 
And make rough war their — 8 
Such idle themes no more can move, 
Nor any ching but what's of high import: 
And what's of high import, but love? 
Vervain and gums, and the green turf prepare; 
With wine of two years old, your cups be fill'd ; 
After our ſacrifice and pray'r, ü 
The goddeſs may incline her heart to yield. 
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LET AN 24 


HORACE, Lis. II. Ops XIV. 


Eheu Fugaces, Poſthume, Poſthume, 
Labuntur anni, &c. 


I. 
AH ! no, 'tis all in vain, believe me 'tis, 
This pious artifice. 
Not all theſe pray'rs and alms can buy 
One moment tow'rd eternity. | 
Eternity ! that boundleſs race, | 
Which Time himſelf can never run : 
Swift, as he flies, with an unweary'd pace, ) 
hich, when ten thouſand thouſand years are done, 
Is ſtill the ſame, and ſtill to be begun, 
Fix'd are thoſe limits, which preſcribe 
A ſhort extent to the moſt laſting breath ; 
And though thou cou'dſt for ſacrifice lay down 
Millions of other lives to fave thy own, 
'Twere fruitleſs all; not all would bribe 
One ſupernumerary gaſp from death. 


IT. 


In vain's thy inexhauſted ſtore 
Of wealth, in vain thy pow'r; 
Thy honours, titles, all muſt fail, 
Where piety itſelf can nought avail 
The rich, the great, the innocent, and juſt, 
Muſt all be huddled to the grave, 
With the moſt vile and ignominious flave, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd lie in duſt. 
In vain the fearful flies alarms, 
In vain he is ſecure from wounds of arms, 


| In 


| In 
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In vain avoids the faithleſs ſeas, 

And is confin'd to home and caſe, 
Bounding his knowledge, to extend his days. 

In vain are all thoſe arts we try, 
All our evaſions, and regret to die: 
From the contagion of mortality, 

No clime is pure, no air is free: 
And no retreat 

Is ſo obſcure as to be hid from fate. 


II. 


Thou muſt, alas! thou muſt, my friend; 
(The very hour thou now doſt ſpend 
In ſtudying to avoid, brings on thy end) 
Thou muſt forego the deareſt joys of life; 
Leave the warm boſom of thy tender wife, 
And all the much-lov'd offspring of her womb, 
To moulder in the cold embraces of a tomb. 


All muſt be left, and all be loſt; 


Thy houſe, whoſe ſtately ſtructure ſo much coſt, 


Shall not afford 
Room for the ſtinking carcaſe of its lord. 
Of all thy pleaſant gardens, grots and bow'rs, 


Thy coſtly fruits, thy far-tetch'd plants and flow'rs, 


Nought ſhalt thou ſave; 

Or but a ſprig of roſemary ſhalt have, 
To wither with thee in the grave: 
The reſt ſhall live and flouriſh, to upbraid 

Their tranſitory maſter dead. 


IV. 
Then ſhall thy long- expecting heir, 


A joyful mourning wear : 
And riot 1n the waſte of that eftate 
Which thou haft taken ſo much pains to get. 
All thy hid ſtores he ſhall unfold, 
And ſet at large thy captive gold. 
That precious wine condemn'd by thee 
To vaults and priſons, ſhall again be free: 
Bury'd alive tho' now it lies, 
Again ſhall riſe, 
Again its ſparkling ſurface ſhow, 
And free as element, profuſely flow. 
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With ſuch high food he ſhall ſet forth his feaſts, v1 
That cardinals ſhall wifh to be his gueſts ; 
And pamper'd prelates ſee T 
Themſelves out-done in luxury. * 
5 . * A 
I N 
'Þ 


IMITATION of HORACE. 
ob IX. L 1 f. I. 


* n 


Vides ut alta, &c. 


J. 
BLESS me, tis cold! how chill the air! 80 
How naked does the world appear! 
But ſee (big with the offspring of the North) * 
The teeming clouds bring forth : An 


A ſhow'r'of ſoft and fi rain 
Falls, to new cloath the earth again. 
Behold the mountain tops around, \ 
As if with fur of ermines crown'd: \ 
And lo! how by degrees | Th 
The univerſal mantle hides the trees, 1 
In hoary flakes, which downward fly, 
As if it were the autumn of the ſky : 


Trembling the groves ſuſtain the weight, and bow No 
Like aged limbs, which feebly go n To 
Beneath a venerable head of ſnow; | No! 
II Noi 

3 - e dlo\ 

Diffuſive cold does the whole earth invade, But 

Like a diſeaſe, through all its veins tis ſpread, To 

And each late living is numb'd and dead. The 

Let's melt the frozen hours, make warm the air; 

Let chearful fires Sol's feeble beams repair ; V 
Fill the large bowl with ſparkling wine; | 
Let's drink, till our own faces ſhine, | 

Till we like ſuns appear, St 


To light and warm the hemiſphere, A 
| | Wine ” 


Vine 
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Wine can diſpenſe to all both light and heat, 
They are with wine incorporate: 
That pow'rful juice, with which no cold dares mix, 
Which ſtill is fluid, and no froſt can fix; 
Let that but in abundance flow, 
Aad let it ſtorm and thunder, hail and ſnow, 
"Tis heav'n's concern; and let it be 
The care of heav'n ſtill, for me: 
Theſe winds, which rend the oaks and plough the ſeas, 
Great Jove can, if he pleaſe, 
With dne commanding nod appeaſe, 


III. 


Seek not to know to-morrow's doom; 

That is not our's which is to come. 

The preſent moment's all our ſtore ; 
The next, ſhould heav'n allow, 
Then this will be no more : 

So all our life is but one inſtant now, 
Look on each day you've paſt 
To be a mighty treaſure won : 
And lay each moment out in haſte ; 
We're ſure to live too faſt, 
And cannot live too ſoon, 
Youth does a thouſand pleaſures bring, 
Which from decrepid age will fly ; | 
The flow'rs that flouriſh in the ſpring, 
In winter's cold embraces die. 


IV, 


Now Love, that everlaſting boy, invites 
To revel while you may in {oft delights: 
Now the kind nymph yields all her charms, 
Nor yields in vain to youthful arms. "LY 
Slowly ſhe promiſes at night to meet, | 
But eagerly prevents the = with ſwifter feet, 
To gloomy groves and obſcure ſhades ſhe flies, 
There veils the bright confeſſion of her eyes. 
Unwillingly ſhe ftays, 
Would more unwillingly depart, 
And in ſoft fighs conveys 
The whiſpers of her heart. 
Still ſhe invites and ftill denies, 
And vows ſhe'll leave you if y' are rude ; 


Then 
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Then from her raviſher ſhe flies, 
But flies to be purſu'd : 
If from his fight ſhe does herſelf convey, 
With a feign'd laugh ſhe will herſelf betray, 
And cunningly inſtruct him in the way. 


\ 
| I. 1 
1 Look'd, and I figh'd, and I wiſh'd I cou'd ſpeak, A 
And very fain would have been at her; | 
But when I ſtrove moſt my great paſſion to break, I 
Still then I ſaid:leaſt of the matter. 
| IT. 
I ſwore to myſelf, and reſoly'd I wou'd try 
Some way my poor heart to recover; 80 
But that was all vain, for I ſooner cou'd die, 
Than live with forbearing to love her. Tj 
| III. x 
Dear Czlia be kind then; and fince your own eyes 2 
By looks can command adoration, 
Give mine leave to talk too, and do not deſpiſe 
Thoſe oglings that tell you my paſſion. f — 
, 
| IV. Ar 
We'll look, and we'll love, and though neither ſhou'd * 
ſpeak, ER. 1 
The pleaſure we'll fill be-purſuing 5; dh, 
And fo, without words, I don't doubt we may make Th 
A very good end of this wooing, An 
ws Ns oh , 
4 
| I, 
A 


d 


d 
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T Kirk 


RECONCILIATION. 


_ -REciTATIVE, 
F AIR Cælia, love pretended, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r, 
Where Damon long attended 
Beyond the promis'd hour. 
At length impatient growing 
Of anxious expectation, 
His heart with rage o'erflowing, 


He vented thus his paſſion. 


. 
To all the ſex deceitful, 
A long and laſt adieu; 
Since women prove ungrateful 
As oft as men prove true. 
The pains they cauſe are many, 
And long and hard to bear, 
The joys they give (if any) 
Few, ſhort, and infincere. 


RECITATIVE. 
But Czlia now repenting 
Her breach of aſſignation, 
Arriv'd with eyes conſenting, 
And ſparkling inclination, 


Like Citherea ſmilin | 
dhe bluſh'd, and lac his paſſion; 
The ſhepherd ceas'd reviling, 
And ſung this recantation. 
Wha '"PALINODE, 
How engaging, how endearing, 
Is a lover's pain and tare! 
And what jay the uymph's appearing, 
After abſence or deſpair ! | 
Nomen wiſe encreaſe.defiring, 
By contriving kind delays ; 
And advancing, or retiring, 
All they meau is more 2 pleaſe. 
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AH! what pains, what racking thoughts ke proves, 2 
Who lives remov'd from her he deareſt loves! : 
In cruel abſence doom'd paſt joys to mourn, _ 


And think on hours that will no more return. I 
Oh! let me ne'er the pangs of abſence try, 
Save me from abſence, love, or let me die. | 2 


8 OE G. 
FALSE though ſhe be to me and * 
PI ne“ — purſue revenge; 


For ſtill the charmer J approve, 0 
Tho' J deplore her change. ” 


In hours of bliſs we oft have met, 
They could not always laſt ; 

And though the preſent I regret, 
Pm grateful for the — 


. | I. 
110 N G, * 
2 . N Sh 

In Dialogue for Two Women, 

I. ] Love, and am belov'd again 7 Bi 
[ Strephon no more Nall ch in vain; 
I've try'd his faith, and found him true, Pe 
And all my coyneſs bid on. 

Y 
2. J love, and am belov? d again, I 


Vet ſtill my Thyrfis ſhall complain; 


I'm 
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I'm ſure he's mine, while I refuſe him, 
But whea I yield, I fear to loſe him, 


1. Men will grow faint with tedious faſting. | 


2. And both will tire with often taſting, 
When they find the bliſs not laſting. 


1. Love is compleat in kind poſſeſſing. 
2. Ah no! ah no! that ends the bleſſing. 
8 Chorus of both. 


Den let us beware bow fur we conſent, 
Too ſoon when we yield, too late we repent ; 
*Tis ignorance makes men admire : 
And granting defire, 
We feed not the fire, 
But make it more quickly expire. 


| I. 
OY TELL me no more I am deceiv'd ; 
| That Cloe's falſe and common: 
I always knew (at leaſt beliey'd) 
She was a very woman; 

As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 

She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſs'd, 
bi She could do more for no man. 


IT. 


But oh ! her thoughts on others ran, 

And that you think a hard thing ; 
Perhaps ſhe fancy'd you the man, 

And what care I one farthing ? 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's Kind; 
I take her body, you her mind, 
Whe has the better 1 ? : 

A = 


-” 
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(GRANT me, gentle Love, "ſaid I, 23 U %%. 


One dear bleſſing cer I die; 
Long I've borne exceſs of pain, 
Let me now ſome bliſs obtain. 


Thus to cy Lovel cry'd, 
When angry thus the god reply d. 


Bleffings greater none can have, 
Art thou not Amynta's ſhye ? 
Ceaſe, fond mortal, to implore, 

For Love, Love himſelf's no more. 


, 4 
CNE. Amynta, can you ſee | 
A heart thus torn which you betray'd? 
Love of himſelf ne'er vanquiſh'd me Ws 
But through your eyes tlie conqueſt made, 


II. yp 


In ambuſh there the traitor lay, 
Where I was led by faithlets ſmiles ; 
No wretches are ſo loſt as the,, 

Whom much fecurity beguiles. 


1 
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I. 


SEE ſee the wakes, Sabina wakes! 
And now the ſun begins to riſe ; 

Leſs glorious is the morn that breaks 

From his bright beams, than her fair eyes, 


: II. 
With light united, day they give 
But 4 — fates e'er RAS fulffl 22 
How many by his warmth will live! 
How many will her coldneſs kill! 


* 


Occaſioned on a Lady's having writ Verſes 
in Commendation of a Poem which was 
written in Praiſe of another Lady. 


HARD is the taſk, and bold th adventrous flight 
Of him who dares in praiſe of beauty write 

For when to that high theme our thoughts aſcend, 

*Tis to detract, too poorly to commend. 

And he who, praiſing beauty, does no wrong, 

May boaſt to be ſucceſsful in his ſong : 

But when the fair themſelves approve his lays, 

And one accepts, and one vouchſafes to praiſe, 

His wide ambition knows no farther bound, 

Nor can his muſe with brighter fame be crown'd. 


'EPI- 
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After the Deceaſe of Mrs. ARAZELLA Hur, 
under her Picture drawn ka g on a Lute. 


WERE there on earth W voice like thins, 
Another hand ſo bleſt with ſkill divine! 
The late afflicted world ſome hopes might have, 
And harmony retrieve thee from the * | 


. 


I. 


PIOUs Selinda goes to pray'rs, 
If I but aſk the favour; 
And yet the tender fool's in tears, 


When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 
Il. 


Wov'dT were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 

Wou'd the cou'd make of me a ſaint, 
Or I of her a ſinner. 


A HYMN 
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IN HONOUR OF 
St. CECILIAs DAY, 1701. 


Set to Mufic by Mr. Joun EccLts. 


I. 


O Harmony, to thee we ſing, 
To thee the grateful tribute bring 
Of ſacred verſe, and ſweet reſounding lays ; 
Thy aid invoking while thy pow'r we praiſe. 
| + All hail to thee 
All-pow'rful Harmony ! 
Wiſe nature owns thy undiſputed ſway, 
Her wond'rous works reſigning to thy care; 
The planetary orbs thy rule 5 
And tuneful roll, unerring in their way, 
Thy voice informing each melodious ſphere. 
a Cnorvs. 
All hail to thee 
All pow'rful Harmony ! 


IT. 


Thy voice, O harmony, with awful ſound 
Could penetrate th' abyſs profound, 


Explore the realms of antient night, 
{MN And ſearch the living ſource of unborn light. 


Confuſion heard thy voice and fled, 
And Chaos deeper 21 his vanquiſh'd head. 
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Ihen didſt thou, Harmony, give birth | 


To this fair form of heav'n and earth 
Then all thoſe ſhining worlds above 
In myſtic dance began to move 


Around the radiany ſphere of central fire, TY 2 
A never ceaſing, never filent choir, MY 7 
Crnorvs. : 

Confuſion heard thy voice and fled, 
Aud Chaos deeper plung'd bis vanguiſb d bead. 
—— . — £> 
Thou only, goddeſs, firſt could'ſt tell FE 
The mighty charms in numbers found; / 
And didſt to heav'nly minds reveal 
'The-ſecret force of tyneful ſound. .. 5 
When firſt Cyllenius form'd the lyre, © \ 
Thou didſt the god inſpire; 0 
When firſt the vocal ſhell he ſtrung, 5 
| To which the muſes ſung : | 
Then firſt the muſes ſung; melodious ſtrains Apollo 1 
plaid, | 3 
And muſic firit begun by thy auſpicious aid. 
Hark, hark, again Urania fings ! 5 
Again Apollo ſtrikes the trembling firings! . - 7 
And ſee, the liſt' ning deities around 5 
Attend inſatiate, and devour the ſound. TEST 7 
C Hokus. * 


Hark, hart, again Urania ſings ! 
Again Apollo frites the trembling ſtrings ! 
And ſee, the liſt ning deities around 
Attend inſatiate, and devour the ſound, 


IV. 


Deſcend Urania, heav'nly fair! 
To the relief of this afflicted world repair; 
Sce how with various woes oppreſt, 
The wretched race of men 1s worn; W 
8 Conſum'd with cares, with doubts diftreſt, 
Or by conflifting paſſions torn. 
Reaſon in vain employs her aid, 
Te furious will on fancy waits; IW 
While reaſon ſtill by hopes or fears betray'd, 
I oo late advances or too ſoon retreats. 


4 Muſic 1 9 


4 
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Muſic alone with ſudden charms can bind 
The wand' ring ſenſe, and calm the troubled mind. 

| ends. 45 
Mu ſic glone with charms can bind 
The wand ring ſenſe, and calm the troubled mind. 

+ 

Begin the pow'rful ſong, ye ſacred nine, 

Your inſtruments and voices join; 


Harmony, peace, and ſweet defire, 
In Kd a inſpire, ; 


" 


Revive the melancholy drooping heart, 
And ſoft repoſe to refileſs thou 1383 
Appeaſe the wrathful mind, 
Io dire revenge and death inclin'd : 
With balmy ſounds his boiling blood aſſwage, 
And melt to mild remorſe his — rage. 
'Tis done; and now tumultuous paſſions ceaſe; 
And all is huſht, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eaſe is bleſt, 
By muſic lull'd to pleaſing reſt. 


Cnorvus. 


"Tis done; and now tumultuous paſſions ceaſe ; 
And all is huſbt, and all is peace. 

The weary world with welcome eaſe is bleft, 
By mufic lull d to pleaſing reft. 


VI. 


Ah, ſweet repoſe, too ſoon expiring ! 

Ah, fooliſh man, new toils requiring ! 

Curs'd ambition, ſtrife purſuing, 

Wakes the world to war and ruin. 

See, ſee, the battle is prepar'd ! 
Behold the hero comes! 

Loud trumpets with ſhrill fifes are heard ; 
And hoarſe refounding drums. 

War, with diſcordant notes and jarring noiſe, 
The harmony of peace deſtroys. | 


Crnorvs. 


Mar, with diſcordant notes and jarring noiſe, 
The harmony of peace deſtroys. 


afic Vor. II. Aa VII. See 
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See the forſaken fair, with ſtreaming eyes 
Her parting lover mourn ; 

She weeps, ſhe fighs, deſpairs and dies, 


And watchful waſtes the lonely livelong nights, 


Bewailing paſt delights - - - 
That may no more, no never more return, 
O ſoothe her cares 
With ſofteſt, ſweeteſt airs, 
Till victory and peace reſtore 
Her faithful lover to her tender breaſt, 
Within her folding arms to reft, 
Thence never to, be parted more, 
No never to be parted more. 


Crorus. 
victory and peace reflore. | 
Her fe lover ta her und reg, | 
f Within ber folding arms to reft, 
Thence never to be parted more, 
No never to be parted more. 

VIII. 
Enough, Urania, bheav'nly fair! 
Now to thy native ſkies repair, 
And rule again the ſtarry ſphere ; 
Cecilia comes, with holy rapture fila, 

To eaſe the world of care, 
Cecilia, more than all the muſes ſkill'd ! 
Phoebus himſelf to her muſt yield, 
And at her feet lay down 
His golden harp and lawrel crown, 
The foft enervate lyre is drown'g._ 
In the deep organ's more majectic ſound, 
In peals the ſwelling notes aſcend. the ſkies ; 
Perpetual breath the ſwelling notes ſupplies, 
: And laſting as her name, 
Who form'd the tuneful frame, 
TH immortal muſic never dies. 


Grand Cnorvs. | 
Cecilia, more than all the maſes ſtill d 
Phaebus I imſelf to her muſt yield, 
And at her feet lay dawn 
His gelden harp and lawrel crown. 


The 
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In the 9:45 organs mort Mdjuftic ſound. 
In peals the ſibelling notes aſcend the %;! 
Perpetual bregth the ſwelling notes ſupplies, _ 
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N do form'd the tuneful frame, 
immortal muſic neuer dits. | 
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Gract Lady GErHiN, 
Occaſioned by reading her Book, intitled 
RELIQUIA GETHINIANE. 


AFTER a painful life in ſtudy ſpent, 
The learn'd themſelves their ignorance lament ; 

And aged men, whole lives exceed the ſpace, 
Which ſeems the bound preſcrib'd to mortal race, 
With hoary heads, their ſhort experience grieve, 
As doom'd to die before they've learn'd to live. 
So hard it is true knowledge to attain, 
So frail is life, and fruitleſs human pain! 
Who e' er on this reflects, and then beholds, 
With ſtrict attention, what this book unfolds, 
With admiration ſtruck, ſhall queſtion who 
So very long could live, ſo much to know ? 
For ſo complete the finiſh*d piece appears, 
That learning ſeems combin'd with length of years; 
And both improv'd by pureſt wit, to rea : 
At all that ſtudy, or that time can teach. 
But to what height muſt his amazement riſe ! 

en having read the work, he turns his eyes 
Again to view the foremoſt op'ning page, 
And there the beauty, _ and tender age 

az 
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Of her beholds, in whoſe pure mind aroſe 


Th' æcherial ſource from whence this current flows! 


When prodigies appear, our reaſon fails 
And e ler philoſophy prevails. 


Some heav'nly miniſter we Kut copelude, 
vY \ 


Some angel-mind with female form indu* 
To make a ſhort abode on earth, was ſent, 
(Where no perfection can be en 
And having left her bright example here, 
Was quick recall'd, and bid to diſappear. 
Whether around the throne, — ymns 
She fings, atnid che choir of ſeraphims ; 

Or ſome refulgent ſtar informs,” and guides, 
Where ſhe, the bleſt intelligence, preſides ; 
Is not for us to know who here remain; 

For *twere as impious to enquire, as vain : 
And all we ought, or can, in this dark ſtate, 
Is, what we have admir'd, to imitate,” * \- 
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RokERT HUNTINGTON, of Stanton Har- 
court, Eſq. and RosER'T his Son. 


; 


1 ol * 
XII. 1 


THIS T tomb does now contain _ 
Father and ſon, together laidj 


Whoſe living virtues ſhall remain, 
. * 7 
When they, 2nd ite are de J, 


What man mot'd be, to ripeneſs grown, 5 
And finiſh'd worth ſhou'd do, or ſhnun, 

At fuff was in the father own! 
What youth cou'd promiſe, in the ſon. | 


But death obdurate, both deftroy'd d 
The perfect fruit, and op' ning bud: 
Firſt ſeiz d thoſe ſweets we had enjoy d, 
Then robbe d us of the coming god. 
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DRY D E. N, 


On his TRANSLATION of 


EK 8.1.) $8. 
etH n010635- 10,0 TOUTED rar 


| AS with ot old hero flory tell“ oy = 
knights impriſon'd long by magic ſpells, 
SIE ana He the ns er * 
y whom edi RE antment, is to en 
Seh ſceins this W 7 8 Aa in te W i as, |" 
Thou great . 


Thoſe fulln' bud, wed wiſe by My AY 
O'er Perſir-'s 7985 l wit horn caſts... 
Diſperſe, and 1 55 thy £ . Rel 
And, in their 5 bm 1 5 2 fi 1 are hes, 
Sure * on | ty Fl ing Þ 198 W 


The god of mir ue 2 
55 fi wh dd et ht 18 


Elſe, — proceeds 
Our wonder, no oh dogs oi 120 tay tht, 8 , tr | 
rs 


How dawns this a 
Vaialy — 0 
So, unbelievers impiouſly deſpiſe 
The ſacred oracles, in myſteries, 
Perfius, before, in ſmall eſteem was had, 
Unleſs, what to antiquity is paid ; 
But like apocrypha, with ſcruple read, 
So far, our ignorance, our faith miſled) 


ill you, Apollo's darling prieſt, thought fit 
Topllee it in the poet 12 writ. , 


As coin, which bears ſome awful monarch's face, 
For more than its intrinſick worth will paſs : 
dur bright image, which we here behold, 
worth to worth, and digniſies the gold, T 
. 


* 
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To you, we, all this following treaſure owe, 
This Hippocrene, which from a rock did flow. 


Old ſtoic virtue, clad in rugged lines 
Poliſh'd by you, in modern brilliant ſhihes 
And as before, for Perſius, our efteem 

To his antiquity was paid, not him: 

So now, whatever praiſe from us is due, 5 
Belongs not to old Perſius, but the new.  —_ 
For ſtill obſcure, to us no light he gives; 
Dead in himſelf, in you alone he lives, 


So, ſtubborn flints their inward heat conceal, 
Till art and force th' unwilling ſparks reveal; | 
But thro? your ſkill, from thoſe ſmall ſeeds of fire, 
Bright flames ariſe, which never can expize. 
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SATIRE of JUVEN AI. ! 


— — — — -— t 1 

The ARGUMENT. | 
A 

The defign of this Satire is to expoſe and reprehend all 

manner of intemperance and debauchery ; but more A 
particularly that exorbitant luxury uſed by_the Ro- U 
mans in their feaſting. The poet draws the occa- B 
non from an invitation, which he here makes to his J 
friend, to dine with him; very artfully preparing T 
him, with what he was to expect from his treat, by A 
r the Satire with a particular invective B 
"againſt the vanity and folly of ſome perſons, who M 
having but mean fortunes in the world, attempted U 
to live up to the height of men of great eſtates and Li 
uality. He ſhews us, the miſerable end of ſuch T' 
Gendrbrifts and gluttons; with the manner and Sy 
courſes, which they took to bring themſelves to it; Bi 
adviſing men to live within bounds, and to propor- A 
tion their inclinations to the extent of their fortune. = 
He gives his friend a bill of fare, of the entertain- A 
ment he has provided for him ; and from thence he H 
takes occaſion to reflect upon the temperance and W 
frugality of the greateſt men, in former ages: to O 
which he oppoſes the riot and intemperance of the If 
reſent ; attributing to the latter a viſible remiſſneſs, It 
1n the care of heaven over the Roman ſtate. He Ar 


inſtances ſome lewd practices at their feaſts, and by 


the by, touches the N with making vice and l 
3 


eir principal Ar 
c 


debauchery conſiſt with 
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He concludes with a repeated invitation to his friend; 
adviſing him (in one particular ſomewhat freely) to 
a neglect of all cares and diſquiets, for the preſent ; 
and a moderate ule of pleaſures for the future. 


FF noble Atticus * make ſplendid feaſts, 

And with expenſive food indulge his gueſts; | 
His wealth and quality ſupport the treat: 
Nor is it luxury in him, but ſtate. 

But when poor * Rutilus ſpends all he's worth, 
In hopes of ſetting one good dinner forth ; 

*Tis down-right madanets ; for what greater jeſts, 
Than begging gluttons, or than beggars feaſts ? 


But Rutilus is now notorious grown, 
And proves the common theme of all the town. 


A man in his full tide of youthful blood, 
Able for arms, and for his country's good ; 
Urg'd 3 by no pow'r, reſtrain'd by no advice, 
But following his own inglorious choice: 
Mongſt common fencers, practiſes the trade, 
That end debaſing, for which arms were made; 
Arms, which to man ne'er-dying fame afford, 
But his diſgrace is owing to his ſword. 
Many there are of the ſame + wretched kind, 
Whom, their deſpairing creditors, may find 
Lurking in ſhambles ;' where with borrow'd coin 
They buy choice meats, and in cheap plenty dine 
Such, whoſe ſole bliſs, is eating; who can give 
But that one brutal reaſon why they live. 

And yet what's more ridiculous : of theſe, 

The pooreſt wretch, is ſtill moſt hard to pleaſe ; 
And he whole thin tranſparent rags, declare 
How much, his tatter'd fortune wants tepair, 
Wou'd ranſack ev'ry element, for choice 


Of ev'ry fiſh and fowl, at any price; 


If brought from far, it very dear has coſt, 
It has a flavour then, which pleaſes moſt, 
And he devours it with a greater guſt, 


In riot thus, while money laſts he lives, 
And that exhauſted, ftill new pledges gives; 
Vor. II. B b ; Till 
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Till forc'd of mere neceſſity, to eat, 

He comes to pawa his diſh, to buy his meat. 
Nothing of filver, or of gold he ſpares, 7 
Not what his mother's ſacred image bears; 
The broken “ relic, he with ſpeed devours, 
As he wou'd all the reſt of's anceſtors, 

If wrought in gold, or if expos'd to ſale, 
They'd pay the price of one luxurious meal. 
Thus certain ruin treads upon his heels, 

The ftings of hunger, ſoon, and want he feels; 
And thus is he reduc'd at length, to ſerve 
Fencers, for miſerable ſcraps, or ſtarve. 


,” 


Imagine now, you ſee a plenteous feaſt : 
The queſtion is, at whoſe expence tis dreſt. 
In great Ventidius, we, the bounty prize; 
In Potitvs, the vanity deſpiſe. 


- Strange ignorance ! that the ſame man, who knows 


How far yond' mount above this mole-hill ſhows, 
Shou'd not perceive a difference as great, 
Between ſmall incomes and a vaſt eſtate! 
From heav'n to mortals, ſure, that rule was ſent, 
Of know thyſelf, and by ſome god was meant 
To be our never-erring pilot here, | 
Through all the various courſes, which we ſteer, 
Therſites, 7 though the ##toſt preſumptupus Greek, 
Yet durſtnot for Kchilled firmour ſpeak ; 
When ſcarce * Ulyſſes had a good pretence,, 
With all th' advantage of his eloquence. 
Whoe'er attempts weak cauſes to ſupport, 
Ought to be very ſure he's able for't ; 
And not miſtake ſtrong lungs and impudence, 
For harmony of words, and force of ſenſe ; 
Fools only make attempts beyond their ſkull ; 
A wiſe man's pow'r's the limit of his will. 


If fortune has a niggard been to thee, ' 
Devote thyſelf to thine, not luxury; _ 

And wiſely make that kind of food thy choice,, 
To which neceſſity confines thy price. 

Well — they fear ſome miſerable end, 
Whom gluttony and want at once attend; 
Whoſe large voracious throats have ſwallow'd all, 
Both land and ſtock, int'reſt and principal ; 


Well 


=” | 
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Well may they fear, at length, vile 9 Pollio's fate, 

Who ſold his very ring, to purchaſe meat 

And tho' a knight, mongſt common ſlaves now ſtands, 

Begging an alms, with undiſtinguiſh'd hands, 

Sure ſudden death to ſuch ſhou'd welcome be, 

On whom, each added year heaps miſery, F 

Scorn, poverty, reproach and infamy. | 

But there are ſteps 1n villany, which theſe 

Obſerve to tread and follow, by degrees. 

Money they borrow, and from all that lend, 

Which, never meaning to reſtore, they ſpend ; 

But that and their ſmall ſtock of credit gone, 

Left Rome ſhould grow too warm, from thence they 
run; — 

For of late years tis no more ſcandal grown, 

For debt and roguery to quit the town, 

Than in the midſt of Summer's ſcorching heat, 

From crouds and noiſe, and bufineſs to retreat. 

One only grief ſuch fugitives can find ; 

Reflecting on the pleaſures left behind; 

The plays and looſe diverſions of the place, 

But not one bluſh appears for the diſgrace. 

Ne'er was of modeſty ſo great a dearth, 

That out of count nance virtue's fled from earth; 

Baffled, expos'd to ridicule and ſcorn, 

She's with “ Aſtrea gone, not to return. 


Whether, myſelf 1 keep thoſe rules I give, 

Or elſe, an unſuſpected glutton live; 

If mod' rate fare and abflinence 1 prize 

In public, yet in private gormandize. = 
Evander's ** feaft reviv'd, to-day thou'lt ſee ; 

The poor Evander, I, and thou ſhalt be c 
Alcides and ZEneas both to me. 

Mean time, I ſend you now your bill of fare; 

Be not ſurpriz'd, that tis all homely cheer : 

For nothing from the ſhambles I provide, 

But from my own ſmall farm, the tend'reſt kid 

And fatteſt of my flock,” a ſuckling yet, 
That ne'er had nouriſhment, but — the teat ; 
No bitter willow+tops have been its food, | 
Scarce graſs ; its veins have more of milk than blood. 


Welt B b 2 | Next 


This day, my 21 Perficus, thou ſhalt perceive | 
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Next that, ſhall mountain ſparagus be laid, 
Pull'd by tome plain, but Gy country-maid. 
The largeſt eggs, bas warm within the neſt, 
Together with the hens which laid 'em, dreſt; 
Cluſters of grapes, preſerv'd for half a year, 
Which, plump and freſh as on the vines appear 
Apples, of a ripe flavour, freſh and fair; 

Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian pear, 
Mellow'd by winter, from their cruder juice, 
Light of digeſtion now, and fit for uſe. 


Such food as this, wou'd have been heretofore 
Accounted riot, in a ſenator : 
When the good! Curius thought it no diſgrace, 
With his own hands, a few ſmall herbs to dreſs ; 
And from his little garden cull'd a feaſt, 
Which fetter'd ſlaves wou'd now diſdain to taſte ; 
For ſcarce a ſlave, but has to dinner now, 
The well-dreſs'd ** paps of a fat pregnant ſow. 


But heretofore *twas thought a ſumptuous treat, 
On birth-days, feſtivals, or days of ſtate; 
A ſalt, dry flinch of bacon to prepare ; 
If they had freſh meat, twas Jelscious fare! 
Which rarely hap' ned: and twas highly priz'd 

If ** ought was left of what they ſacrific'd. 

To entertainments of this kind, wou'd come 

The worthieſt, and the greateſt men in Rome; . 
Nay, ſeldom any at ſuch treats were ſeen, 

But thoſe who had at leaſt thrice *7 Conſuls been; 
Or the DiQator's office had diſcharg'd, os 
And now from honourable toil enlarg'd, 

Retir'd to huſband and manure their land, 

Humbling themſelves to thoſe they might command, 
Then might y*have ſeen the good old gen'ral haſte, 
Before th' appointed *9 hour, to ſuch a feaſt ; 

His ſpade aloft, as *twere in triumph held, 

Proud of the conqueſt of ſome ſtubborn field. 

*T was then, when pious Conſuls bore the ſway, 

And vice diſcourag'd, pale and trembling lay. 
Our 20 Cenſors then were ſubject to the law, 

Ev'n pouꝰ r itſelf, of juft ce flood in awe. 

It was not then, a Roman's anxious thought, 
Wherelargeſt tortoiſe-ſhells were to be bought, 

EY, . Where 


Eren 


Bi 


PoEus upon SEVERAL Occasions, 193 


Where pearls might of the greateſt price be had, 
And ſhining jewels to adorn his ** bed, 
That he at vaſt expence might loll his head, 
Plain was his couch, and only rich his mind; 
Contentedly he ſlept, as cheaply as he din'd. 
The ſoldier then, in * Grecian arts unſkill'd, 
Returning rich with plunder, from the field : 
If cups of filver, or of gold he brought, 
With jewels ſet, and exquiſitely wrought, 

| To glorious trappings, fireight the yrs he turn'd, 
And with the glitt'ring ſpoil his horſe adorn'd; 
Or elſe a helmet for himſelf he made, | 
Where various warlike figures were inlaid : 
The Roman Wolf, ſuckling the ** twins was there, 
And Mars himſelf, arm'd with his ſhield and ſpear, 
Hov'ring above his creſt, did dreadful ſhow, 
As threat'ning death, to each reſiſting foe. 
No uſe of filver, but in arms was known, 

| Splendid they were in war, and there alone. 
No ſide- boards then, with gilded plate were dreſs'd, 
No ſweating ſlaves, with maſſive diſhes preſs'd ; 
Expenſive riot was not underſtood, 
But earthen platters held their homely food. 
Who wou'd not envy them, that age of bliſs, 
That ſees with ſhame the luxury of this ? 
Heav'n unwearied then, did bleſſings pour, 
And pitying Jove foretold each dang rous hour; 
Mankind were then familiar with the God, 
He ſnuff*d their incenſe with a gracious nod; 
And wou'd have till been baunteous, as of old, 
Had we not left him for that idal, gold. 
His golder: ** ſtatues, hence the god have driv'n; } 


For well he knows, where our devotion's giv'n. 

Tis gold we worſhip, though we pray to heavn. 
Woods of our own afforded tables then, 

Tho” none can pleaſe us now but from Japan. 
Invite my lord to dine, and let him have 

The niceſt diſh his appetite can crave ; 

But let it on an oaken board be ſet, 

His lordſhip will grow fick, and cannot eat : 
Something's amiſs, he knows not what to think, 
Either your venſon's rank, or ** ointmeats ſtink. 
Order tome other table to be brought, 


Pomething, at great expence in India bought, 


Beneath 
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Beneath whoſe orb, large yawning panthers lie, 
Carv'd on rich pedeſtals of ** ivory: 

He finds no more of that offenfive ſmell, 

The meat recovers, and my lord grows well. 
An iv'ry table is a certain whet ; 

' You would not think how heartily he'll eat, 

As if new vigour to his teeth were ſent, 

By ſympathy from thoſe o'th* elephant. 


But ſuch fine feeders are no gueſts ſor me: 
Riot agrees not with frugality; 
Then, that unfaſhionable man am I, 
With me they'd ſtarve, for want of ivory: 
For not one inch does my whole houſe afford, 
Not in my very tables, or chefs-board : 
Of bone, the handles of my knives are made, 
Yet no ill taſte from thence affects the blade, 
Or what I carve; nor is there ever left 
Any unſav'ry haut-gout from the haft. 


A hearty welcome, to plain wholeſome meat, 
You'll find, but ſerv'd up in no formal ftate ; 
No ſew'rs, nor dextrous carvers have I got, 
Such as by ſkilful 77 Trypherus are taught: 
In whoſe fam'd fehools the various forms appear 
Of fiſhes, beaſts, and all the fowls o'th* air ; 
And where, with blunted knives, his ſcholars learn 
How to diſſe, and the nice joints diſcern ; \ 
While all the neighb'rhood are with noiſe oppreſt, 
From the harſh carving of his wooden feaſt. 
On me attends a raw unſkilful lad, - 
On fragments fed, in homely garments clad, | 
At once my carver, and my ganymede ; 
With diligence he'll ſerve us while we dine, 
And in plain beechen veſſels, fill our wine. 
No beauteous boys I keep, from 29 Phrygia brought, 
No Catamites, by ſhameful Pandars taught : 
Only to me two-home-bred youths belong, 
UnikilPd in any but their mother- tongue; 
Alike in feature both, and garb appear, 
Wich honeſt faces, though with uncurl'd hair. 
This day thou ſhalt my rural pages ſee, 
For I have dreſs'd *em both to wait on thee. of 
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Of country ſwains they both were born, and one 
My ploughman's is, other my ſhepherd's ſon ; 

A chearful ſweetneſs in his looks he has, 

And innocence unartful in his face: 

Tho? ſometimes ſadneſs will o'ercaſt the joy, 

And gentle ſighs break from the tender boy; 

His abſence from his mother, oft' he'll mourn, 

And with his eyes look wiſhes to return, 

Longing to ſee his tender kids again, 

And feed his lambs upon the flow'ry plain; 

A modeſt bluſh he wears, not form'd by art, - 

Free from deceit his face, and full as free his heart. 
Such looks, ſuch bafhfulneſs, might well adorn 

The cheeks of youths that are more nobly born, ; 
But noblemen thoſe humble graces ſcorn. 
This youth, to-day ſhall my ſmall treat attend, _ 
And only he with wine ſhall ſerve my friend, 

With wine from his own country brought, and made 
From the ſame vines, beneath whole fruitful ſhade : 
He and his wanton kids have often play'd. 


But you, perhaps, expect a modiſh feaſt, 
With amyrous ſongs and 3% wanton dances grac'd ; 
Where ſprightly females, to the middle bare, 
Trip lightly o'er the ground, and friſk in air; 
Whoſe pliant limbs in various poſtures move, 
And twine and bound, as in the rage of love. 
duch fights, the languid nerves to action ftir, 
And jaded luſt ſprings forward with this ſpur. 
Virtue “ would ſhrink to hear this lewdneſs told, 
Which huſbands, now, do with their wives behold ; 
A needful help, to make *em both approve 
The dry embraces of long-wedded love. 
In nuptial cinders, this revives the fire, 
And turns their mutual loathing to deſire. 
But ſhe, who by her ſex's charter, muſt 
Have double pleaſure paid, feels double luſt ; 
Apace ſhe, warms, with an immod'rate heat, 
Strongly her boſom heaves, and pulſes beat; 
With glowing cheeks, and trembling lips ſhe lies, 
With arms expanded, and with naked thighs, | c 
Sucking in paſſion both at ears and eyes. 
But this becomes not me, nor my eſtate ; 
Theſe are the vicious follies of the great. 1 | 
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Let him who does on iv'ry tables dine, 

Whoſe marble floors, with drunken ſpawlings ſhine $ 
Let him laſcivious ſongs and dances have, 

Which, or to ſce, or hear, the lewdeſt ſlave, 

The vileſt proſtitute in all the ſtews, 

With baſhful indignation wou'd refuſe. 

But fortune, there, extenuates the crime ; 

What's vice in me, is only mirth in him: 

The fruits which murder, cards, or dice afford, 3 
A veſtal raviſh'd, or a matron whor'd, | 
Are laudable diverſions in a lord. 


But my poor entertainment is deſign'd 

T* afford you pleaſures of another kind: 

Jet with your taſte your hearing ſhall be fed, 
And Homer's ſacred lines, and Virgil's read; 
Either of whom does all mankind excel, 

Tho' which exceeds the other, none can tell. 
It matters not with what ill tone they're ſung, 
Verſe fo ſublimely good, no voice can wrong. 


Now then be all thy weighty cares away, | 
Thy jealouſies and fears, and while you may 
To peace and ſoft repoſe, give all the day. 

From thoughts of debt, or any worldly ill 
Be free, be all uneaſy paſſions ſtill. 

What tho? thy wife do with the morning light, 
When thou in vain has toil'd and drudg'd all night) 
teal from thy bed and houſe, abroad to roam, 

And having quench'd her flame, come breathleſs home, 

Fleck'd in her face, and with diſorder'd hair, 

Her garments ruffled, and her boſom bare; 

With ears ſtill tingling, and her eyes on fire, 

Half-drown'd in , fil burning in defire : 

Whilſt you are forc'd to wink, and ſeem content, 

Swelling with paſſion, which you dare not vent; 

Nay, if you wou'd be free, from night alarms, 

You muſt ſeem fond, and doating on her charms, 

Take her (the laſt of twenty) to your arms. 


Let this, and ev'ry other anxious thought, 
At th' entrance of my threſhold be forgot; - 
All thy domeſtic griefs at home be left, 
The wife's adultry, with the ſervants theft; 
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And (the moſt racking thought, which can intrude) 
Forget falſe friends and their ingratitude. 


Let us our peaceful mirth at home begin, 


While ** Megalenfian:ſhows are in the ** Circus ſeen: 
There (to the bane of horſes) in high ſtate 
The *4 Prætor fits, on a triumphal ſeat; 
Vainly with enſigns, and with robes adorn'd, 
As if with conqueſt, from the wars return'd. 
This day all Rome (if I may be allow'd, 
Without offence to ſuch a num'rous crow'd, 
To ſay all Rome) will in the Circus ſweat; 
Echos already do their ſhouts repeat: 
Methinks I hear the cry— Away, away, 

The ** green have won the honour of the day. 


Oh, ſhould theſe ſports be but one year forborn, 


Rome would in tears her lov'd diverſion mourn ; 


For that would now a cauſe of 35 ſorrow yield, 
Great as the loſs of Canne's fatal field. 


Such ſhows as theſe were not for us defign'd, 
But vig*rous youth to active ſports inclin d. 


On beds of roſes laid, let us repoſe, 

White round our heads refreſhing ointment flows; 
Our aged limbs we'll baſk in Phœbus rays, 
And hve this day devoted to our eaſe. 
Early to-day we'll to the Bath repair, | 
Nor need we now the common * cenſure fear: 
On feſtivals, it is allow'd no crime | 
To bathe, and eat, before the uſual time; 
But that continu'd, wou'd a loathing give, 
Nor could you thus a week together live: 

For, frequent uſe would the delight excludg. ; 
Pleaſures a toil, when con/tantly purſu'd, | 
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Explanatory NOTES on the fore- 


going SATIRE, _ 


1 ATTICUS. The name of a very eminent perfon in 
Rome: but here it is meant to ſignify ay Ohe of 
great wealth and quality e 2 
2 Rutilys, One who by his own extravagant glut- 
tony, was at length reduced to the moſt ſharheful de- 
gree of poverty. This likewiſe is here made uſe of, 
as a common natne to all beggarly gluttons, ſuch Whoſe 
unreaſonable appetites remain after their eſtates are 
og by rainy ape 
Urg'd by no power, refirain'd'by no advice. 
Sab perſons were compelled, by the tyranny of 
Nero, to practiſe the trade of fencing, and to fight 
upon the Cage for his inhuman diverſion ; otherwiſe, 
ſeldom any bat common flaves or condettined malefac- 
tors were ſo employed: which made it the greater re- 
flection on any perſon, who either voluntarily, or 
forced by his own extravagance, for a livelihood "(like 
Rutilus) applied himſelf to that wretched trade. 
Reſtrain d by na advice. TIE 
Hinting, that though he was not cotnpelled to ſuch 
a practice of fencing ;. yet it was a Thame that he was 
ſuffered to undertak * and not adviſed, or com- 
manded by the ma cy, to the contrary, 
4 Of 4 Jame 9 4 ind, "Viz. 
Reduced to poverty by riotous livi 
„ The WR een 
Broken or defaced; that it might not be Aifcovered to 
be his mother's picture, when expoſed to ſale. 
6 Ventidius. A noble Roman, who lived hoſpitably. 
7 Therſites. An impudent, deformed, ill-tongued 
fellow, (as Homer deſcribes him, Iliad 2.) who ac- 
companied the Grecian army to the fiege of Troy ; 
where he took a privilege often to rail and ſnarl at the 


4 


commanders. Some relate, that at laſt Achilles, for 


his ſawcineſs, killed him with a blow of his fiſt. 
Therefore we are not to underſtand Juvenal, here, as 
. relating a matter of fact; but Therſites is uſed here, to 


ſignify any body of the faftie kind: as before, Lays 
; : a 
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and Rutilus. The meaning is, that ſuch as he ought 
not (neither would he, had he been preſent) have pre- 
ſumed to 4 — Ajax and Ulyſſes in contending for 
Achilles bi . See his 5 admirably im- 

roved by M r. Dryden in his Tragedy of Truth 
Found too late." 

8 Ulyſſes. The moſt eloquent of all the Grecian 
princes. After 2 2 death, * a famed Grecian 
warrior pretended to his armour; ly fles oppoſed him, 
before. a councit of war, and by his edn able elo- 
quence obtained the prize. Ovib. Mer ar. 13. 

9 Polli. Brought to that paſs, by his gluttony ; 
that he was forced to _ his' ring, the mark of honour 
* S worn by Roma knights. 

Afirea. The Goddeſs of Juſtice, whom the po- 
ets 12 to have fled to heaven after the Golden Age. 

2 ceeleſtum nike! Hfirea religuit. Ov1v. 

11 Perficus. eren s friend, to whom he makes 
an invitation, and addreſſes this ſatire. 

12 Epapder, A prince of Arcadia, who unluckily 
killing his fath r, rſook his own country, and came 
into Italy ; fertling in that place, where afterwards 
Rome a4 built. Virgil, En. 8. tells us that he ene 
tertained both Hercules and Eneas, when he was in a 
low condition. 

13 Aleides. Hereules, ſo called from his grand- 


father Alcæus. 


14 Curius Dentatus. A great man who had been 


three times conſult of Rome, and had triumphed over 


many kings 5 yet as great an example of temperance as 
courag 

15 x difh in great eſteem among the Romans. 

M-. una pultrins ampla. Honk Ar. 

16 If they killed a ſacriſice, and any fleſh remained 
to ſpare, it was prized as an accidental rarity, 

17 Con * By the 00 ch of Tarquinius Superbus, 
(che laſt Roman king)” the very name of king be- 
came hateful to the — After his ex polſion, they 


aſſembled, and reſolved to commit the government for 
the future, into the hands bf two perions, who were 


to be choſen every ear ane, and whom chey called | 
conſuls, | 


18 Dihatr. Was a General choſen upon ſome - 
emergent occaſion; his office was limited to fix months ; 
Cc2 Which 


A 
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which time expired, (if occaſion were) F. choſe 
another, or continued the ſame, by a new eleRion, 
The diQator differed in nothing from a king, but in 
his name, and the duration of his authority: his power 
being full as great, but his name not ſo hateful to the 
Romans. 3 t „ 
19 Before th! appointed hour, LAS) 
It was accounted greedineſs, and ſhameful, to eat be- 
fore the-uſual hour, which, was their ninth, hour; and 
our three o'clock, afternqon, . But upon feſtival days, 
it was permitted them to prevent the ordinary hour; 
and always excuſable in old people. 1 
20 Cenſors, Were two great officers, part of whoſe 

buſineſs was to inſpect the lives and manners of men; 
| they had power to degrade knights and exclude ſenz 
tors, when guilty of great miſdemeanours: and in 
former days they were ſo ſtrict, that they ſtood in awe 
one of another. | Ke 

21 The manner of the Roman's eating, was to lie 
upon beds or couches about the table, Which formerly 
were made of plain wood, but afterwards at great ex- 
pence, adorned with tortoiſe-ſhells, pearls, and ivory. 
22 Crecian Arts. The Romans copied their luxury 
from the Greeks; the imitation of whom, was amon 
them as faſhionable, ag of the French among us. 


8 


* 


2 


Which occaſions this ſaying, with ſo much indigna - 


tion in our poet, Sat. 232. 
e pojſum ferre, Quirites,, 
. Gracam Urbem—— | ET 
23 Romulus and Remus. Twins, and founders of the 
Roman empire; hem the poets feign were nutſed by a 
wolf: the woman's name being Lupa, © 
24 Formerly the ſtatues of the gods were made of 
clay: bpt now of gold, Which extravagance was diſ- 
pleaſing even to the gods themſelves. * | 
25 The Romans uſed to anoint themſelves with 
fweet | ointments, at their feaſts, immediately after 
bathing. Aa 17:64) 
26. Ivory was in great eſteem among them, and pre- 
ferred $0-filver, | - bb 
27 Trypheruss There were in Rome, profeſſors of 
the art of carving ; who taught publickly in ſchools. 
Of this kind, Trypherus was the moſt famous. 
29 Ganymede. Gop-bearer, N 
| . | Phrygia. 
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29 'Phrygia. Whenee pretty boys were brought to. | 


Rome, and ſold publickly in the markets, to vile pur- 
ſes. FP ; F 4D: « ax + 1. 4 


* 


30 An uſual part of the entertainment, when great 1 
men feaſted, to have wanton women dance after a laſ- 


civious manner. 113911! Acores s 
31 Virtue would ſprint to hear this letydnefs 
Which buſbands, now, do with their wives behold. 
Theſe lines in Juvenal, 4 n YES. 
Spectant hos nuptæ, juxta recubante marito, 
Quod pudeat —— aliguem preſentibus ipſit, 
in ſome late editions, are placed nearer the latter end 


— 


of this Satire: and in the order of this tranſlation, 


would ſo have followed, after line 349, viz. 
Such ſhows as theſe, were not for us deſign d, 
But vig rous youth to active ſports inclin d. 

But I have continued them in this place after Lubin. 
Beſides, the example of the learned Holyday for the 
ſame pofition; agreeing better here, in my mind, with 
the ſenſe both before and after. For the Megalenſian 
games conſiſting chiefly of races, and ſuch like exer- 
ciſes, I cannot conceive where the extraordinary cauſe 
of ſhame lay in female ſpectators: but it was a ma- 
nifeſt immodeſty for them to lye by their huſbands, 
and ſee the lewd actions of their own ſex, in the man- 
ner deſcribed. 
32 Megalenſian Shows, Games in honour of Cybele, 
the mother of the gods. She was called Ae unrng, 
Magna Mater, and from thence theſe games Megaleſia, or 
Ludi Megalenſes ; they began upon the 4th of April, 
aud .coptinued fix _ 

33 Circus. The place where thoſe games were cele- 
brated. 1 

34 Pretor, An officer not unlike our mayor or 
ſneriff. He was to overſee theſe ſports, and ſate in 
great ſtate, while they were acting; to the deſtruction 
of many horſes, which were ſpoiled in running the 
races. 

35 We green have won the honour of the day. 

In running the races in the Circus, with horſes in cha- 
riots; there were four diſtinct factions, known by 
their liveries: which were green, a kind of ruſſet red, 
white, and blue. One of theſe factions was always fa- 
voured by the court, and at this time probably the 


green; 
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green; Which makes our poet ſaney he hears the 
ſhouts, for joy of their party. Afterward Domitian 
added two more, the golden and purple factions. 
30 Reflecting on the immodetate fondneſs the Ro, 
mans had for ſuch ſhows, Ya ©1 © F 
37 Canne. A ſmall town, near which Hannibal 
obtained a | wag victory over the Romans t in that 
battle were ſlain 40000 men, and ſo many gentlemen 
that he ſent three buſhels full of rings to Carthage, az 
a token of his vicdtor x. ww 
38 See the notes at fig, 19. 
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PROLOGUE 
QUEEN MAR Y, 


Upon her Majeſty's coming to fee the Ol D Bar- 
CHELOR, after having ſeen the DousLE-DEALER. 


BY this repeated act of grace, we ſee 
Wit is again the care of majeſty ; 
And while thus honour'd our proud ftage appears, 
We ſeem to rival antient theatres, 
Thus flouriſh'd wit in our forefathers age, 
And thus the Reman and Athenian ftage. 


Whoſe wit is beſt, well not preſume to tell; 
But this we know, our audience will excel: 
For never was ia Rome, nor Athens, feen 
So fair a circle, and fo bright a queen. 


Long has the muſes land been over-caſt, 
And many rough and ſtormy winters paſt ; 
Hid from che world, and thrown in ſhades of might, 
Of heat depriv'd, and almoſt void of light : 

While wit, a hardy plant, of nature bold, 

Has ſtruggled ftrongly with the killing cold : 

So does it fall ion grow, 

As if its root Was warmer kept by ſnow : | 

But whog ſhet forth, then draws the danger near, 

On ev' ry fide the gath*ring winds appear, p 

_ blaſts deftroythatfruit, whichfrofts wou'd ſpare. 
ut now, ne and new liſe it knows, 

And warmwth Hat from this royal preſence flows. 


2 1 more | uent here! 
ow wov'd then, this drooping land appear! 
Then, like the ſun, with plexfure ſhe might view, 
The ſmiling earth, dloath'd by her beams anew. . . 
O'er all the meads, ſhou'd various flowers be ſeen 
Mix'd with the laurel's never- fading green, 
The new creation of a gracious queen. 
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Ep DC O0:G U © 
AD Tak 


Opening of the Queen's Theatre in the Hay- 
Market, with an Italian Paſtoral. 


Spoken by Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 


WW Hatever future fate our houſe may find, 
At preſent we expect you ſhou'd be kind: 
Inconſtancy itſelf can claim no right, 
Before enjoyment and the wedding-night. 
You muſt be fixt a little &er you range, 
You muſt be true till you have time to change. 
A week at leaſt z one night 1s ſure too ſoon, 
But we pretend not to a honey -moon, 
To novelty we know you can be true, 
But what, alas! or who, is always new ? 


This day, without preſumption, we.pretend 
With novelty entire. you're entertain'd ; 
For not alone our houſe and ſcenes are new, 
Our ſong and dance, but ev'n our actors too. 
Our play itſelf has ſomething in't uncommon, 
Two fatthful lovers, and one conſtant woman. 
In ſweet Italian ftrains our ſhepherds ſing, 
Of harmleſs loves our painted foreſts ring 
In notes, perhaps leſs foreign than the thing, 
To ſound and ſhow at firſt we make pretence, 
In time-we may regale you with ſome ſenſe, 
But that, at preſent were too great expence. 
We only fear the heaux may thi 
To be to- night from ſmutty jeſts debarr'd: 
But in good breeding, ſure, they'll once excuſe, 
En modeſty, when in a ſtranger muſe. 
The day's at hand, when we ſhall ſhift the ſcene, 
And to Jane ſhew your dear, ſelves again: 
Paint the reverſe of what you've ſeen day, 
And in bold ſtrokes the vicious, town diſplay. 
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n Oo l U 
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PYRRHUS King of EPIRUS. 


For fighting, now, is thought the weakeſt part; 
And a good head, more uſeful than a heart. 
This way of war, does our example yield; 
That ſtage will win, which longeſt keeps the field. 
We mean not battle, when we bid defiance; 
But ſtarving one another to compliance. 
Our troops encamp'd are by each other view'd, 
And thoſe which firſt are hungry, are ſubdu'd. 
And there, in truth, depends the great deciſion: 
They conquer, who cut off the foe's proviſion. 
Let fools, with knocks and bruiſes, keep a pother; 
Our war and trade, is to out-wit each other. 
But, hold: will not the politicians tell us, 
That both our conduct, and our foreſight, fail us, 
To raiſe recruits, and draw new forces down, 
Thus, in the dead vacation of the town? | 
To muſter up our rhymes, without our reaſon, 
And forage for an audience out of ſeaſon ? 
Our author's fears muſt this falſe ſtep excuſe ; 
Tis the firſt flight of a juſt- feather'd muſe ; 
Th' occaſion ta'en, when crities are away; 
Half wits and beaux, thoſe rav'nous birds of prey. 


OUR age has much improv'd the warrior's art; g 


But, heav'n be prais'd, far hence they vent their wrath, 


Mauling, in mild lampoon, th' intriguing Bath. 
Thus does our author his firſt flight commence; 
Thus, againſt friends at firſt, with foils we fence: 
Thus prudent Gimerack try'd if he were able 
('Ere he'd wet foot) to ſwim upon a table. 

Then ſpare the youth ; or if you'll damn the play, 
Let him but firſt have his; then take your day. 


Vor. II. D d E P 
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EL OO GUEFE 


T9 
D'S DO N.O:K 0. 
Spoken by Mrs. VE RBRUGGEN. 


V OU ſee we try all ſhapes, and ſhifts, and arts, 


To tempt your favours, and regain your hearts, - 


We weep and laugh, join mirth and grief together, 
Like rain and ſunſhine mixt, in April weather, 
Your different taſtes divide our poet's cares : 

One foot the ſock, tother the buſkin wears: 

Thus while he ſtrives to pleaſe, he's forc'd to do't, 
Like Volſcius, hip-hop, in a fingle boot. 
Critics, he knows, for this may damn his books : 

But he makes feaſts for friends, and not for cooks. 
Tho” errant-knights of late no favour find, 
Sure you will be to ladies-errant kind. 

We damſels fly, to ſave our reputation: 

So they, their valour ſnow, we, our diſcretion. 

To lands of monſters, and fierce beaſts they go. 

We, to thoſe iſlands where rich huſbands.grow : 
Tho? they're no monſters, we may make em ſo. 

If they're of Engliſh growth, they'll bear't with pa- 
t tience : . 

But fave us from a ſpouſe of Oroonoko's nations! 
Then bleſs your ſtars, you happy London wives, 
Who love at large, each day, yet keep your lives : 
Nor envy poor Imoinda's doating blindneſs, Ar” 
Who thought her huſband kill'd her out of kindneſs. 
Death with a huſband ne'er had ſhewn ſuch charms, 
+ Had ſhe once dy'd within a lover's arms. | 
Her error was from ignorance proceeding : 

Poor ſoul ! ſhe wanted ſome of our town breeding. 
Forgive this Indian's fondneſs of her ſpouſe ; 

Their law no chriſtian liberty allows : 
Alas! they make a conſcience of their yows ! 


To follow fame, ay — make profeſſion : | | 
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If virtue in a Heathen be a fault; 

Then damn the Heathen ſchool, where ſhe was taught. 
She might have learnt to cuckold, jilt, and ſham, 
Had Covent-Garden been in Surinam. 


P R O L O G U E 


0 


The Hus BAN p his OWNn Cockor p. 
A COMEDY written by Mr. J. Dxvpkx, Junior. 


THIS Vear has been remarkable two ways, 
For blooming poets, and for blaſted plays, 

We' ve been by much appearing plenty mock d, 

At once both tantaliz'd, and over-ſtock'd. 

Our authors too, by their ſucceſs of late, 

Begin to think third days are out of date. | 

What carr the cauſe be, that our plays won't keep, 

Unleſs they have a rot ſome years like ſheep ? 

For our parts, we confeſs we're quite aſham'd 

To read ſuch weekly bills of poets damn'd. 

Each pariſh knows *tis but a mournful caſe 

When chriſtnings fall, and funerals encreaſe. 

Thus 'tis, and thus *twill be when we are dead, 

There will be writers which will ne'er be read. 

Why will you be ſuch wits, and write ſuch things ? 

You're willing to be waſps, but want the ſtings. 

Let not your ſpleen provoke you to that height, 

'Odflife you don't know what you do, Sirs, when you 

write. 

You'll find that Pegaſus has tricks, when try'd, 

Tho' you make nothing on't but up and ride: | 

Ladies and all, V'faith, now get aftride. 

Contriving characters, and ſcenes, and plots, 

Is grown as common now, as knitting knots ; 


Dd 2 With 
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With the ſame eaſe, and negligence of thought, 


The charming play is writ, and fringe is wrought. 


Tho? this be frightful, yet we're more afraid, 


When ladies leave, that beaux will take the trade: 


Thus far 'tis well enough, if here *twou'd ſtop, 


But ſhou'd they write, we muſt e'en ſhut up ſhop. 


How ſhall we make this mode of writing fink? 
A mode, ſaid I? *Tis a diſeaſe, I think, 
A ſtubborn tetter that's not cur'd with ink : 
For ſtill it ſpreads, till each th' infection takes, 
And ſeizes ten, for one that it forſakes. 
Our play to-day is ſprung from none of theſe, 
Nor ſhould you damn It, tho! it does not pleaſe, 
Since born without the bounds of your four ſeas, 
For if you grant no favour as tis new, / 
Yet as a ſtranger, there is ſomething due: 
From Rome No try it's fate) this play was ſent, 
Start not at Rome, for there's no popery meant; 
Tho? there the poet may his dwelling chuſe, 
Yet ftill he knows his country claims his muſe. 
Hither an offering his firſt-born he ſends, 
Whoſe „or ill ſucceſs, on you depends. 
Yet he has hope ſome kindneſs may be ſhown, 
As due to greater merit than his own, 
And begs the fire may for the ſon atone. 
There's his laſt refuge, if the play don't take, 
Yet ſpare young Dryden for his father's ſake. 
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PRO O e 


n 


C O U R 2. 
oN THE 
QUEEN's BIRTHDAY, 1704. 


HE happy muſe, to this high ſcene preferr'd, 
Hereafter ſhall in loftier trains be heard; 
And, ſoaring to tranſcend her uſual theme, 
Shall ſing of virtue and heroic fame. 
No longer ſhall ſhe toil upon the ſtage, 
And fruitleſs war with vice and folly wage 
No more in mean diſguiſe ſhe ſhall appear, 
And ſhapes ſhe wou'd reform be forc'd to wear : 
While 1gnorance and malice join to blame, 
And break the mirror that reflects their ſhame. 
Henceforth ſhe ſhall purſue a nobler taſk, 
Shew her __ virgin face, and ſcorn the Satyr's 
maſk. 
Happy her future days ! which are defign'd 
Alone to paint the beauties of the mind. 
By juſt r to draw with care, 
And copy from the court a faultleſs fair: 


OI 


Such labours with ſucceſs her hopes may crown, 


And ſhame to manners an incorrigible town. 


Such various virtues all around ſhe views, 

She knows not where to fix, or which to chooſe. 

Yet ſtill ambitious of the daring flight, 

One only awes her with ſuperior light. 

From that attempt the conſcious muſe retires, 0 


While this deſign her eager thought purſues, | 


Nor to inimitable worth aſpires ; | 
But ſecretly applauds, and filently admires, 
3 Hence 
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Hence ſhe reflects upon the genial ray 
That firft enliven'd this auſpacious day: 
On that bright ſtar, to whoſe indulgent pow'r 
We owe the bleſſings of the preſent hour. 
Concurring omens of propitious fate 
Bore, with one ſacred birth, an equal date: 
Whence we derive whatever we poſſeſs, 


By foreign conqueſt, or domeſtic peace, 


Then, Britain, then thy dawn of bliſs begun: 
Then broke the morn that lighted up this ſun ! 
Then m it doom'd whoſe councils ſhou'd ſuc- 
ceed ; | 
And by whoſe arm the chriſtian world be freed ; 
Then the fierce foe was pre-ordain'd to yield, 
And * the battle won at Blenheim's glorious 
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AMARYLLIS for AMYNTAS. 


A 


r 1 f 


Lamenting the Death of the late Lord Mar- 
quis of BL AND FORD. 


Inſcribed to the Right Honourable the Lord Gopor- 
PHIN, Lord High-Treaſurer of England. 


Qualis populea mcerens Philomela ſub umbra 
Amiſſos queritur fetus — 
——-miſerabile Carmen 

Integrat, & meœſtis late loca quæſtibus implet. 


VixG. Goc. 4 


% 


TWAS at the time, when new returning light, 
With welcome rays begins to chear the fight z 

When grateful birds prepare their thanks to pay, 

And warble hymns to hail the dawning day ; 

When woolly flocks their bleating cries renew, / 

And from their fleecy ſides firſt ſhake the filver dew, 


"Twas then that Amaryllis, heav'nly fair, 
Wounded with grief, and wild with her deſpair, 
Forſook her myrtle bow'r and roſy bed, 


To tell the winds her woes, and mourn Amyntas 
+ dead. EY | 


Who 
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Who had a heart ſo hard, that heard her cries 

And did not weep ? Who ſuch relentleſs eyes? 
Tygers and wolves their wonted 2 forego, 

And dumb diſtreſs and new compaſhon ſhew, | 
As taught by her to taſte of human woe. 

Nature herſelf attentive filence kept, 
And motion ſeem'd ſuſpended while ſhe wept ; 

The riſing ſun reftrain'd his fiery courſe, 

And rapid rivers liſten'd at their ſource ; 

Ev'n Echo fear'd to catch the flying ſound, 

Left repetition ſhould her accents drown; _ 

The very morning wind with-held his breeze, 

Nor fann'd with fragrant wings the noiſeleſs trees; 
As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead, 

And in the grave with lov'd Amyntas laid. 

No voice, no whiſp'ring ſigh, no murm'ring groan, 
Prefum'd to mingle with a mother's moan 

Her cries alone her anguiſh could expreſs, 
All other mourning would have made it leſs, 


Hear me, ſhe cry'd, ye nymphs and ſylvan gods 
Inhabitants of theſe *. 10nd — 5 . <p 
Hear my diſtreſs and lend a pitying ear, 

Hear my complaint—you would not hear my pray'r; 
The loſs which you prevented not, deplore, 
And mourn with me Amyntas now no more, 


Have I not cauſe, ye cruel Pow'rs, to mourn ? 
Lives there like me, another wretch forlorn ? 
Tell me, thou Sun that round the world doſt ſhine, 

Haſt thou beheld another loſs like mine? 

Ye Winds, who on your wings ſad accents bear, 
And catch the ſounds of ſortow and detpair, 
Tell me,” if e'er your tender pinions bore 

Such weight of woe, ſuch deadly fighs before? 
Tell me, thou Earth, on whoſe wide- ſpreading baſe 
The wretched load is laid of human race, 

Doſt thou not feel thyſelf with me oppreſt? 

Lye all the dead ſo heavy on thy breaft ? 

When hoary Winter'on thy ſhrinking head 

His icy, vor A, depreffing hand: has laid, 
Haſt thou not felt leſs chilneſs in thy veins ? 
Do ] not pierce thee with more freezing pains * 
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But why to thee do I relate my woe, | 

Thou cruel earth, 'my moſt remorſeleſs foe, 
Within whoſe darkſome womb the grave is made, 
Where all my joys are with Amyntas laid ? 
What is't to me, tho? on thy naked head 

Eternal Winter ſhould his horror ſhed, 

Tho? all thy nerves were numb'd with endleſs froſt, 
And all thy hopes of future Spring were loſt ? 

To me what comfort can the Spring afford? 
Can my Amyntas be with Spring reſtor'd ? 

Can all the rains that fall from weeping ſkies, 
Unlock the tomb where my Amyntas lies ! 

No, never | never !—Say then, rigid Earth, 
What is to me thy everlaſting dearth ? 

Tho! never flow'r again its head ſhould rear, 
Tho? never tree again ſhould bloſſom bear ; 

Tho? never graſs ſhould cloath the naked ground, 
Nor ever healing plant or wholſome herb be found. 
None, none were found when I bewaiPd their want; 
Nor wholeſome herb was found, nor healing plant, 
To eaſe Amyntas of his cruel pains; . 

In vain I ſearch'd the valleys, hills and plains ; 

But wither'd leaves alene appear'd to view, 

Or pois' nous weeds diſtilling deadly dew. 

And if ſome naked ſtalk, not quite decay'd, 

To yield a freſh and friendly bud effay'd, 

Soon as I reach'd to crop the tender ſhoot, 

A ſhricking mandrake kill'd it at the root, 

Witneſs to this, ye fawns of ev'ry wood, 

Who at the predigy aſtoniſh'd Rood, 

Well I remember what ſad figns ye made, 

What ſhow'rs of unavailing tears ye ſhed g 


How each ran fearful to his moſſy cave, 


When the laſt gaſp the dear Amypntas gave, 
For then the - was fill'd with Treadfal cries, 


And ſudden night o'erſpread the darken'd ſkies ; 8 
Phantoms, and fiends, and wand' ring fires appear'd, 


And ſcreams of ill-preſaging birds were heard. 
The foreft ſhook, and fliaty rocks were cleft, 

And frighted ſtreams their wonted channels left; 
With frantic grief 2 fruitful ground, 


Where many a herd and harmleſs ſwain was drown'd. © 


While I forlorn and deſolate was left, 
Of ev'ry help, of ev'ry hope beroft ; 
Vor. II. Ee 
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To ev'ry element expos'd I lay, 

And to my griefs a more defenſeleſs prey. 

For thee, Amyntas, all theſe pains were barte, 

For thee theſe hands were wrung, theſe hairs were tort; 
For thee my ſoul to ſigh ſhall never leave, | 


Theſe eyes to weep, this throbbing heart to heave. a: 


To mourn thy fall I'll fly the hated light, 

And hide my head in ſhades of endleſs night : 

For thou wert light, and life, and health to me; 
The ſun but thankleſs ſhines that ſhews not thee. 
Wert thou not lovely, graceful, d and you 5 
The joy of ſight, che tal of ev 2 2 * 
Did ever branch ſo ſweet a blellom bear? 

Or ever early fruit appear ſo fair? 

Did ever youth ſo far his years tranſcend ? 

Did ever life ſo immaturely end? 

For thee the tuneful ſwains provided lays, 

And ev' ry muſe prepar'd thy future praiſe. 

For thee the buſy nymphs ftripp'd ev'ry grove, 
And myrtle wreaths and flow' ry chaplets wove. 
But now, ah diſmal change! the tuneful throng 
To loud 1 turn the chearful ſong. 
Their pleaſin the weeping virgins leave, 
And with un ih d garlands ſtrew thy grave, 
There let me fall, 3 there lamenting lie, 
There grieving grow to carth, pn, and die. 


This ſaid, her loud complaint of force the ceas'd, 
Excefs of grief her faultring ſpeech = rope 
Along the ground her colder limbs ſhe laid, 

Where late the grave was for Amyntas made; p 
Then from her ſwimming eyes began to pour, 

Of ſoftly falling rain a filver ſnow r; 

Her looſely flowing hair, all radiant bright, 

O'er- ſpread the dewy graſs like ſtreams of light: 
As if the ſun had of of his beams been ſhorn, .»: 
And caſt to earth the glories he had WOrn.. 

A fight ſo 16vely fad, ſuch deep diſtreſs 

2s tongue can tell, no La can . 


\ And now the winds, which had fo long been ſtill, 
Began the ſwelling air with ſighs to fill; i 
The water nymphs, who motionleſs remain'd, 
ak W of 1 _ Roy mw 1 ; 
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Now loos'd their ſtreams; as when deſcending rains 
Roll the ſteep torrents headlong o'er the plains. 
The prone creation, who ſo long had gaz'd, 
Charm'd with her cries, and at her griefs amaz'd, 
Began to roar and howl with horrid yell, 

Diſmal to hear, and horrible to tell; 

Nothing but groans and ſighs were heard around, 
And Echo multiply'd each mournful ſound. 

, When all at once an univerſal pauſe 

Of grief was made, as from ſome ſecret cauſe, 
The balmy air with fragrant ſcents was fill'd, 
As if each weeping tree had gums diſtill'd. 

Such, if not ſweeter, was the rich perfume 
Which ſwift aſcended from Amyntas tomb; 

As if th* Arabian bird her neſt had fir'd, 

And on the ſpicy pile were new expir'd. 


And now the turf, which late was naked ſeen, 

Was ſudden ſpread with lively ſpringing green; 

And Amaryllis ſaw, with wond' ring eyes, 

A flow'ry bed, where ſhe had wept, ariſe; 

Thick as the pearly drops the fair had ſhed, 

The blowing buds advanc'd their purple head 

From ev'ry tear that fell, a violet grew, 

And thence their ſweetneſs came, and thence their 
mournful hue. 


Remember this, ye nymphs and gentle maids, 
When ſolitude ye ſeek in gloomy ſhades; 
Or walk on banks where filent waters flow, 


For there this lonely flow'r will love to grow, 


Think on Amyntas, oft as ye ſhall ſtoop 

To crop the ſtalks and take em ſoftly up. 

When in your ſnowy necks their ſweets you wear, 
Give a ſoft ſigh, and drop a tender tear: N 
To lov'd Amyntas pay the tribute due, | 
And blefs his peaceful grave, where firſt they grew. 
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3 
CT NTH 1 
| Weeping and not ſpeaking. 
E 1 E G FV. 


W H are thoſe hours, which heav'n in pity lent 

To longing love, in fruitleſs ſorrow ſpent ? 
Why fighs my fair? Why does that boſom move 
With any paffion ſtir d, but riſing love? 
Can diſcontent find place within that breaſt, 
On whoſe ſoft pillows ev'n deſpair might reſt ? 
Divide thy woes, and give me my ſad part, 
I am no ftranger to an aking heart ; 
Too well 1 know the force of inward grief, 
And well can bear it, to give you relief : 
All love's ſevereſt pangs I can endure; 
I can bear pain, tho' hopeleſs of a cure. 
I know what *tis to weep, and figh, and pray, 
To wake all night, yet dread the breaking day ; 
I know what *tis to wiſh, and hope, and all in yain, 
And meet, for humble love, unkind diſdain ; 
Anger, and hate, I have been forc'd to bear, 
W I have felt deſpair. | 
Theſe pains, for you, I have been forc'd to prove, 
1 you, when I " love. 

ll warm compaſhon took at length my part, 

And melted to my wiſh your — 1 


O the dear hour, in which fou did reſigi ! 


When round my neck ow willing arms did twine, 


And, in a kiſs, ypu fajd your heart was mine. 


| Thro' each returning year, may that hour be 

Diftinguiſh'd in the rounds of all eternity; 

- Gay be the ſun, that hour, in all his light, 

- 822 collect the day, to be more bright, 
kine all, that hour, and let the reſt be night. 
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And ſhall I all this heav'n of bliſs receive 

From you, yet not lament to fee you grieve ! 

Shall I, who nouriſh'd in my breaſt defire, 

When your cold ſcorn, and trowns forbid the fire 

Now, when a mutual flame you have reveal d, 

And the dear union of our ſouls is ſeal'd, 

When all my joys complete in you I find, 

Shall I not ſhare the ſorrows of your mind ? 

O tell me, tell me all —whence does ariſe 

This flood of tears ? whence are theſe frequent fighs ? 

Why does that lovely head, like a fair flow'r 
Oppreſs'd with drops of a hard-falling ſnow'r, 

Bend with its weight of grief, and ſeem to grow 
Downward to earth, = kiſs the root of woe ? 
Lean on my breaſt, and let me fold thee faſt, 
Lock'd in theſe arms, think all thy ſorrows paſt ; 
Or, what remain, think lighter made by me; 
So I ſhould think, were I ſo held by thee. 

Murmur thy plaints, and gently wound my ears ; 

Sigh on my lip, and let me drink thy tears; 

Join to my cheek, thy cold and dewy face, 

And let pale grief to glowing love give place. 

O ſpeak—for woe in Flence moſt appears: 
Speak, e'er my fancy magnify my fears. 

Is there a cauſe, which words cannot expreſs ! 
Can I nor bear a part, nor make it leſs ? 

I know not what to think - Am I in fault? 

I have not, to my knowledge, err'd in thought, 
Nor wander'd from my love, nor would | be 
Lord of the world to live depriv'd of thee. 

You weep a-freſh, and at that word you ftart ! 
Am I to be depriv'd then ?—muſt we part? 

Curſe on that word ſo ready to be ſpoke, 

For through my lips, unmeant by me, it broke, 
Oh no, we muſt not, will not, cannot part, 
And my tongue talks, unprompted by my heart, 

Vet ſpeak, for my diſtraction grows apace, 
And racking fears, and reſtleſs doubts increaſe; 

And fears and doubts to jealouſy will turn, 

The hotteſt hell, in which a heart can burn. 


AM O- 


\ 


ans Ports upon StveR At. dle 
n 


J. 
F AIR Amotet is | ne aſtray : 
1 Purſue and rh er, ev'ry lover; 
PI! tell the figns, by which you may 
The aun ring n diſcover. 


et and coy at once ry air, 

Both ſtudy d, | tho? both ſeem neglefted ; $ 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful care, 
Affecting to ſeem unaffeRed. 


III. | 


With ain her eyes dart ey'ry 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd x ne'er ſued 'em 3 
For ſhe'd perſuade ey wound by chance, 
Tho? certain aim and art direct em. 


IV. 
She likes herſelf, yet others hates 
For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes; 
And while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 
She is the thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 


— 2 F FR * e 4 2 wy « a Po 


N HEN Leſbia firſt I faw fo heav'nly fair, 
Wich eyes ſo bright, and with that awful air; 
I thought my heart, w ich durſt ſo high aſpire, 
As bold as his, who ſaatch'd celeſtial fire. 
But ſoon as e er the beauteous ideot ſpoke, 
Forth from her coral lips ſuch folly broke, - 
Like balm the tricklin mr heal'd my wound, 
And what her eyes cat all'd, her tongue unbound. 
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0 KEY 


Di ORIS, a nymph of riper age, 
Has ev'ry grace and art; 


A wiſe obſerver to engage, 
Or wound a heedleſs heart. 

of native bluſh, and roſy diet, na. 
© Time has her cheek bereft; . 

Which makes the prudent nymph ſuppl 
With paint, 88 2 

Her ſparkling eyes ſhe ſtill retains, 
And teeth in good repair; 

And her well-furniſh'd front diſdains 
To grace with borrow'd hair. 

Of fize, ſhe is not ſhort, nor tall, 

And does to fat incline 

No more, than what the French wou'd call, 
Amiable Embinpoint, 

Farther, her perſon to diſcloſe 
I leave—let it ſuffice, 

She has few faults, but what ſhe knows, 
And can with ſkill diſguiſe. 

She many lovers has refus'd, 
With many more comply'd ; - 

Which, like her cloaths, when little us'd, 
She always a; aſide. 

She's one, who looks with great contempt 
On each affected creature, 

Whoſe nicety would feem exempt 
From appetites of nature, 

She thinks they waht or health or ſenſe, 
Who want an inclination; 

And therefore never takes offence 
At him who pleads his paſſion. 

Whom ſhe refuſes, ſhe treats ftill 
With ſo much ſweet behaviour, 

That her-refuſal, through her ſkill, 
Looks almoſt like a favour. 

vince ſhe this ſoftneſs can expreſs 

To thoſe whom ſhe rejedts, | 

She muſt be very fond, you'll ouels, 
Of ſuch whom ſhe _ 1 
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Bot here our Doris far outgoes 
All that her ſex have done ; 
She no regard for cuſtom knows, 
Which reaſon bids her ſÞun. 
By reaſon, her own peaſon's meant, 
Or if you pleaſe, her will: 
For when this laft is diſcontent, 
The firſt is ſerv'd but ill. 
Peculiar therefore is her way, 
Whether by nature taught, 
1 ſhall not undertake to ſay, 
Or by experience bought. 
But who o'er-night obtain'd her grace, 
1 _ can next day Ss 
nd ſtare upon the man's fa 
As one ihe ne'er —— oY 
So well ſhe can the truth diſguiſe, 
Such artful wonder frame, 
The lover or diſtruſts his eyes, 
Or thinks *twas all a dream. 
Some cenſure this as lewd and low, 
Who are ro bounty blind ; 
For to beget what we beſtow, 
Beſpeaks a noble mind. 
Doris, our thanks nor aſks, nor needs, 
For all her favours done 
From her love flows, as light proceeds 
Spontaneous from the ſun. 
On one or other, ſtill her fires 
Diſplay their genial force ; 
And ſhe, like Sol, alone retires, 
To ſhine elſewhere of courſe, 
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O Sleep ! thou flatterer of happy minds, 
How ſoon a troubled breaft thy falſhood finds ! 

Thou common friend, officious in thy aid, 

Where no diſtreſs is ſhown, nor want betray'd : 

But oh, how ſwift, how ſure thou art to ſhun - 

The wretch, by fortune or by love undone ! 

Where are thy gentle dews, thy ſofter pow'rs, 

Which us'd to wait upon my midnight hours ? 

Why doſt thou ceaſe thy hov'ring wings to ſpread, 

With friendly ſhade around my reftleſs bed ? 

Can no complainings thy compaſſion move ? 

Is thy antipathy ſo ſtrong to love 

O no! thou art the proſp'rous lover's friend, 

And doſt uncall'd his pteafing toils attend. 

With equal kindneſs, and with rival charms, 

Thy ſlumbers lull him in his fair one's arms; 

Or from her boſom he to thine retires, 

Where ſooth'd with eaſe, the panting youth reſpires, 

Till ſoft repoſe reſtore his drooping ſenſe, 

And rapture is reliev'd by indolence. 


But oh, what fortune does the lover bear, 


Forlorn by thee, and haunted by deſpair ! 
From racking thoughts by no kind ſlumber freed, 
But painful nights his Joylels days ſucceed, 

But why, dull god, do of thee complain? 

Thou didft not cauſe, nor canſt thou eafe my pain. 
Forgive what my diſtracting grief has ſaid, 

I own, unjuſtly I thy ſloth upbraid. 

For oft' I have thy proffer'd aid repell'd, 

And m wer =o eyes from reſt with-held ; 
Implor'd the muſe to. break thy gentle chains, 
And ſung with Philomel m * tly ſtrains. 


Vor. II. With 
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With her I fing, but ceaſe not with her ſong, 

For more enduring woes my lays prolong. 

The moraing lark to mine accords his note, 

And tunes to my diſtreſs his warbling throat: 
Each ſetting and each riſing ſun I mourn, 

Wailing alike his abſence and return. » 

And all for thee—What had I well nigh ſaid 

Let me not name thee, thou too charming maid, 
No—as the wing'd muſicians of the grove, 

Th' aſſociates of my melody and love, 

In moving ſounds alone relate their pain, 

And not with voice articulate complain; 

So ſhall my muſe my tuneſul ſorrows ſing; ' _ 
And loſe in air her name from whom they ſpring, 
O may no wakeful thoughts her mind moleſt, _ 
Soft be her ſlumbers, and fincere her reſt; | 
For her, O ſleep, thy balmy ſweets prepare; 
The peace | loſe for Ro to her transfer. | 
Huſht as the falling dews, whole noiſeleſs ſhow'rs 
Impearl the folded leaves of ev'aing flow'rs, 
Steal on her brow : and as thoſe dews attend, 
Till warn'd by waking day to reaſcend ; 

So wait thou for her morn; then, gently riſe, 


And to the world reſtore the day-break of her eyes, 
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Sir GoDFREY KNELLER, 


OCCASIONED 
By LAL. Picture. 


I Yield, O Kneller, t& ſaperior ſkill, 

Thy pencil ttiumphs Ger the poet's quill ; 
If yet my vanquiſh'd muſe exert her lays, - 
It is no more to rival thee, but praiſe. 


Oft have I try'd, with unavailing care, 
To trace ſome image of the much-lov'd fair ; 
But till my numbers ineffectual prov'd, 
And rather ſhew'd how much, than whom, I lov'd : 
But thy unerring hands, with matchleſs art, 
Have | Kms my eyes th' impreſſion in my heart; 
The bright idea both exiſts and lives, 
Such vital heat thy genial pencil gives ; 
Whoſe daring point, not to the face confin'd, 
Can penetrate the heart, and paint the mind. 
Others ſome faint reſemblance may expreſs, 
Which, as 'tis drawn by chance, we find by gueſs. 
Thy pictures raiſe no doubts, when brought to view, 
At once they're known, and ſeem to know us too. 
Tranſcendent artift ! how complete thy {kill ! 
Thy pow'r to act, is equal to thy will. 
Nature and Art, in thee, alike contend, 
Not to oppoſe each other, but befriend : 
For what thy fancy has with fire deſign'd, 
Is by thy ſkill, both temper'd and refin'd. 
As in thy pictures, light conſents with ſhade, 
And, each, to other 1s ſubſervient made, 
Judgment and Genius ſo concur in thee, 
Ard both unite in perfect harmony, 
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But after-days, my friend, muſt do thee right, 
And ſet thy virtues in unenvy'd light. 
Fame due to vaſt deſert, is kept in tore, 
Unpay'd, *till the deſerver is no more. 
Yet, thou, in preſent, the beſt part haſt gain'd, 
And from the choſen few applauſe obtain'd; _. 
Ev'n he who beſt cou'd judge and beſt cou'd praiſe, 
Has high extoll'd thee, in his deathleſs lays ; 
Ev'n Dryden has immortaliz'd thy name; 
Let that alone ſuffice thee, think that fame. 
Unfit I follow, where he led the way, 
And court applauſe, by what I ſeem to pay. 
Myſelf I praiſe, while I thy praiſe intend, 
For *tis ſome virtue, virtue to commend : 
And next to deeds, which our own honour raiſe, 
Is, to diſtinguiſh them who merit praiſe. 
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T: HOU watchful taper, by whoſe filent light, 
I lonely paſs the melancholy night ; 

Thou faithful witneſ of my ſecret pain, 

To whom alone I venture to complain; 

O learn with me, my hopeleſs love to moan z 

Commiſerate a life ſo like thy own. | 

Like thine, my flames to my deſtruction turn, 

Waſting that heart, by which ſupply'd they burn. 

Like thine, my joy and ſuffering they diſpla 5 

At once, are ſigns of life, and ſymptoms of . 

And as thy fearful flames the day decline, 

And only during night preſume to ſhine ; 

Their humble rays not daring to aſpire 

Before the ſun, the fountain of their fire ; 

So mine, with conſcious ſhame, and equal awe, 

To ſhades obſcure and ſolitude withdraw ; 

Nor dare their light before her eyes diſcloſe, 

From whoſe bright beams their being firſt aroſe, 
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OV ID's Third Book 


OF THE 


ron 


Tranſlated into ENGL IS UH VERS E. 


WHEREIN 


He recommends Rules and Inſtructions to the Fain 
SEX, in the Conduct of their Amours:: After hav- 
ing already compoſed two Books for the Uſe of 
Men, upon the ſame Subject. 


H E men are arm'd, and for the fight prepare; 
T And now, we, myſt inſtruct . ihe 4 
Both ſexes, well appointed, take the field, 

And mighty Love determine which, ſhall yield. 
Man were ignoble, when, thus arm'd, to ſhow 
Unequal force againſt a naked foe ;,, _ , 

No glory from iuch conqueſt can be gain'd, 

And odds are always, by the brave diſdain'd. | 
But, ſome exclaim, what frenzy rules your mind ? 
Would you encreaſe the craft of woman-kind! 
Teach them new wiles and arts ! As well you may 
Inſtruct a ſnake to bite, or wolf to prey. 

But, ſure, too hard a cenſure they purſue, 

Who charge on all, the failings of a few. 
Examine, firſt, impartially each fair, 

Then, as ſhe merits, or condemn, or ſpare, 

If * Menelaus, and the king of men, 

With juſtice, of their ſiſter-wives complain; 

If falle * Eriphyle forſook her faith, 

And for reward procùr'd her huſband's death 
Penelope“ was loyal ſtill, and chaſte, 

Tho' twenty years her lord in abſence paſs'd. 


1 | Reflect 
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Reflect how Laodamia's truth was try'd . 
Who, tho” in bloom of youth, and beauty's pride, F 

To ſhare her huſband's tate, untimely dy'd. | 

Think how 5 Alceſte's piety was prov'd, 

Who loſt her life, to ſave the man ſhe lov'd. 

Receive me, Capaneus, * Evadne ery'd ; 

Nor Death itſelf our nuptials ſhall divide : 

To join thy aſhes, pleas'd I ſhall expire. 

She ſaid, and leap'd amid the fun'ral fire. 

Virtue 7 herſelf a goddeſs we confeſs, 
Both female in her name and in her dreſs ; 
No wonder then, if to her ſex inclin'd, 
She cultivates with care a female mind. 
But theſe exalted fouls exceed the reach 
Of that ſoft art, which I pretend to teach. 
My tender barque requires a gentle gale, 
A little wind will fill a little fail. 


[R Of ſportful loves J fing, and ſhew what ways 1 
v The willing nymph muſt uſe, her bliſs to raiſe, F | 
of And how to captivate the man ſhe'd. pleaſe. 


Woman is ſoft, and of a tender heart, 

Apt to receive, and to retain love's dart: 

Map has a breaſt robuſt, and more ſecure, 

It wounds him not ſo deep, nor hits ſo ſure. 

Men oft” are falſe; and, if you ſearch with care, 
You'll find leſs fraud imputed to the fair. 

The faithleſs * Jaſon from Medea fled, 

And made Creuſa partner of his bed. 

Bright 9 Ariadne, on an unknown ſhore, 

Thy abſence, perjur'd Theſeus, did deplore. | 
; If then, the wild inhabitants of air ; 


Forbore her tender lovely limbs to tear, 

It was not owing, 'Theſeus, to thy care. 

Enquire the caule, and let Demophoon tell, 

Why e Phillis by a fate untimely fell. 

Nine times, in vain, upon the promis'd day, 
She ſought th* appointed ſhare, and view'd the ſea t 
Her fall the fading trees conſent to mourn, 

And ſhed their leaves round her lamented urn. 


The prince ſo far for piety renown'd, 
To thee, 1 Eliza, was unfaithful found; 
To thee forlorn, and languiſhing with grief, 
His ſword alone he left, thy laſt relief. 
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Ye ruin'd nymphs, ſhall 1 the cauſe impart | 
Of all your woes? Twas want of needful art. | 
Love, of itſelf, too quickly will expire ; 
But pow'rful art perpetuates defire. 
Women had yet their ignorance bewail'd, 
Had not this art by Venus been reveal'd. 


Before my ſight the Cyprian goddeſs ſhone, 
And thus ſhe ſaid : What have poor women done: 
Why is that weak, defenſeleſs ſex expos'd ; 

On ev ry fide, by men well arm'd, enclo“d? 

Twice are the men infirufted by thy muſe, 

Nor muft ſbe now to teach the ſex refage. 
The ** bard who injur d Helen in his ſong, 

Recanted after, and redreſs'd the wrong. 

And you, if on my favour you depend, 

The —_ of women, while yon live, defend. 

This faid, a myrtle ſprig, which berries bore, 

She gave me (for a myrtle wreath ſhe wore). 

The gift receiv'd, my ſenſe enlighten'd grew, 

And from her preſence inſpiration drew. - . 
Attend, ye nymphs, by wedlock unconfin'd, 

And hear my precepts, while ſhe prompts my mind. 
Ev'n now, in bloom of youth, and beauty's prime, 
Beware of coming age, nor waſte your time : 

Now, while you may, and rip'ning years invite, 
Enjoy the ſeaſonable, ſweet delight: 

For rolling years, like ſtealing waters, glide: 

Nor hope to ſtop their ever-ebbing tide : 

Think not, hereafter will the loſs repay ; 

For ev'ry morrow will the taſte decay, 
And leave leſs reliſh than the former day. 

I've ſeen the time, when, on that wither'd thorn, 
The blooming rote vy*d with the bluſhing morn. 
With fragrant wreaths I thence have deck'd my head, 
And ſee, how leatieſs now, and how decay'd ! 

And you, who now the love- ſick youth reject, 

Will prove, in age, what pains attend neglect. 


None, then, will preſs upon your midnight hours, Ne 
Nor wake, to ſtrew your ſtreet with morning flow'rs. An 
Then nightly knockings at your door will ceaſe, Pre 
Whole noiſeleſs hammer, then, may ruſt in peace. 2 
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Alas, how ſoon a clear complexion fades ! 
How ſoon a wrinkl'd ſkin plump fleſh invades ! 
And what avails it, tho? the fair one ſwears 

She from her infancy had ſome grey heirs ? 

She grows all hoary in a few more years, 

And then the venerable truth appears. | 
The ſnake his ſkin, the deer his horas may caſt, 
And both renew their youth and vigour pals'd : 
But no receipt can human-kind relieve, 

Doom'd to decrepit age, without reprieve. | 
Then crop the flow'r which yet invites your eye, 
And which, ungather'd, on its ſtalk muſt die. 
Befides, the tender ſex is form'd to bear, 

And frequent births, too ſoon will youth impair : 
Continual harveſt wears the fruitful field, 

And earth itſelf decays, too often till'd. 
Thou didſt not, Cynthia, ſcorn the Latmian 13 ſwain ; 
Nor thou, Aurora, 4 Cephalus diſdain ; 

The Paphian queen, who, for“ Adonis? fate, 
So deeply mourn'd, and who lameats him yet, 
Has not been found inexorable fince ; 

Witneſs ** Harmonia, and the Dardan prince. 
Then take example, mortals, from above, 

And like immortals live, and like 'em love. 
Refuſe not thoſe delights, which men require, 
Nor let your lovers languiſh with deſire. 

Falſe tho' they prove, what loſs can you ſuſtain ? 
Thence let a thouſand take, *twill all remain. 
Tho? conſtant uſe, ev'n flint and ſteel impairs, 
What yoù employ no diminution fears. 

Who would, to light a torch, their torch deny ? 
Or who can dread drinking an ocean dry ? 
Still'woman loſe, you cry, if men obtain: 
What do they loſe, that's worthy to retain '7 ? 
Think not this ſaid to proſtitute the ſex, 

But undeceive whom needleſs fears. perplex. 


Thus far a gentle breeze ſupplies our ſail, 
Now launch'd to ſea, we aſk a briſker gale. 
| And, firſt, we treat of dreſs. The well-dreſs'd vine 
26 Produces plumpeſt grapes, and richeſt wine; 
And plentcous crops of golden grain are found, 
Alone, to grace well - cultivated ground. 
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Beauty's the gift of gods, the ſex's pride ! 
Yet, to how many, is that gift deny'd? . 
Art helps a face; a face, though heav'nly fair, 
May quickly fade for want of needful care. 
In ancient days, if women {lighted dreſs, 
Then men were ruder too, and lik'd it leſs. 
If HeQor's ** ſpouſe was clad in ſtubborn ſtuff, 
A ſoldier's wife became it well enough, - 
Ajax, to ſhield his ample breaft, provides 
Seven luſty bulls, and tanns their ſturdy jon) 
And might not he, d'ye think, be well careſs'd, 
And yet his wife not elegantly dreſs'd ? 
With rude ſimplicity Rome firſt was built, 
Which now we ſee adorn'd, and carv'd, and gilt. 
This *9 Capitol with that of old compare: 
Some other Jove, you'd think, was worſhip'd there. 
That lofty pile, where ſenates dictate law, 
When Tatius reign'd, was poorly thatch'd with ſtraw 
And where Apollo's fane refulgent ſtands, | 
Was heretofore a tract of paſture lands. 
Let ancient manners other men delight ; 
But me the modern pleaſe, as more polite. 
Not, that materials now jn gold are wrought, 
And diftant ſhores for orient pearls are ſought ; 
Nor for, that hills exhauſt their warble veins, 
And ſtructures riſe whoſe bulk the ſea reſtrains: 
But, that the world 1s civiliz'd of late, 
And poliſn'd from the ruſt of former date. 
Let not the nymph with pendants load her ear, 
Nor in embroid'ry, or brocade, appear; 
Too rich adreſs may ſometimes check deſire; 
And cleanlineſs more animate — fire. 
The hair diſpos'd, may gain or loſe a grace, 
And much — = — al Vis: 
What ſuits your features, of your glaſs enquire, 
For no one rule is fix*d for head-attire. | 
A face too long ſhou'd part, and flat the hair, 
Left, upwar'd comb'd, the length too much appear : 
So Laodamia dreſs'd. A face too round, | 
Shou'd ſhow the ears, and with a tour be crown'd. 
On either ſhoulder, one, her ldcks diſplays ; 
Adorn'd like Phoebus, when he fings his lays : 
Another, all her treſſes ties behind; | 
So-drefs'd, Diana hunts the fearful hind. 
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Diſhevell'd locks moſt graceful are to ſome z 
Others, the binding fillets more become : 
Some plat, like ſpiral ſhells, their braded hair, 
Others, the looſe and — curl prefer. 
But, to recount the ſeveral dreſſes worn, 
Which artfully each ſev'ral face adorn, 

Were endleſs, as to tell the leaves on trees, 
The beaſts on Alpine hills, or Hybla's bees. 
Many there are, who ſeem to ſlight all care, 
And with a pleaſing negligence enſnare z 
Whole mornings oft, in ſuch a dreſs are ſpent, 
And all his art, that looks like accident. 
With fuch diſorder *2 Ile was grac'd, 

When great Alcides firſt the nymph embrac'd. 
So Ariadne came to Bacchus bed, 

When with the conqueror from Crete ſhe fled. 


Nature, indulgent to the ſex, repays 
The loſſes they ſuſtain, by various ways. 
Men ill ſupply thoſe hairs they ſhed in age, 
Loft, like autumnal leaves, when north-winds rage. 
Women, with juice of herbs, grey locks diſguiſe, 
And art gives colour which with nature vies, 
The well-wove tours they wear, their own are thought: 
But only are their own, as what they've bought. 
Nor need they bluſh to buy heads ready-drefs'd, 
And chuſe, at public ſhops, what ſuits em beſt. 


Coftly apparel let the fair one fly, 

Enrich'd with gold, or with the Tyrian dye, 

What folly muſt in ſuch expence appear 

When more becoming colours are leſs dear 

One, with a dye is ting'd of lovely blue; 

Such as, thro? air ſerene, the ſky we view. 

With yellow luftre ſee another ſpread, 

As if the golden fleece compos'd the thread. 

Some, of the ſea-green wave the caft diſplay ; 

With this, the nymphs, their beauteous forms array : 

And ſome, the ſaffron-hue will well adorn; a 

Such is the mantle of the bluſhing morn. 

Of myrtle berries, one, the tincture ſhows ; 

In this, of amethyſts, the purple glows, / 5 

And, that, more imitates the paler roſe. 
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Nor Thracian cranes ſorget, whoſe ſilv'ry plumes 
Give patterns, which employ the mimic looms. 
Nor almond, nor the cheſnut dye diſclaim 

Nor others, which from wax derive their name. 
As fields you find, with various flow'rs o'erſpread 
When vineyards bud, and winter's froſt is fled ; 
So various are the colours you may try, 

Of which, the thirſty wool imbibes the dye. 

Try ev'ry one, what beſt becomes you, wear; 
For no complexion all alike can bear. 

If fair the ſkin, black may became it beſt, - 

In black the lovely fair ** Briſeis dreſs' d. 

If brown the nymph, let her be cloath'd in white, 
Andromeda ** fo charm'd the wond' ring fight. 


I need not warn you of too pow'rful ſmells, 
Which, ſometimes health, or kindly heat expels, 
Nor, from your tender legs topluck with care 
The caſual growth of all unſeemly hair, 55 
Tho' not to nymphs of Caucaſus I ſing, 

Nor ſuch who taſte remote the Myſian *+ jpring 3 
Yet, let me warn you, that, thro' no negle&, 
You let your teeth diſcloſe the leaſt defect. 
You know the uſe of white to make you fair, 
And how, with red, loſt colour to repair ; 
Imperfe& eye-brows you by art can mend, 

And ſkin, when wanting, o'er a ſcar extend, 
Nor need the fair one be aſham'd, who tries, 

By art, to add new luſtre to her eyes, 


A little book *5 Pye made, but with great care 
How to preſerve the face, and how repair. 
Jn that, the nymphs, by time or chance annoy'd 
May ſee, what pains to pleaſe em I've employ'd, 
But, ftill beware, that from your lover's eye 
You keep conceal'd the med*cines you a * : 
Tho' art affiſts, yet muſt that art be bid, 
. Leſt, whom it would invite, it ſhould forbid. 
Who would not take offence, to ſee a face 
All daub'd, and dripping with the melted greaſe ? 
And tho? your unguents bear th Athenian name, 
The wool's ynlay*ry ſcent is ſtill the ſame. 
Marrow of ſtags, nor your pomatums try, | 
Nor clean your furry teeth, when men are by; 
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For many things, when done, afford delight, 
Which yet, while doing, may offend .the fight, 
Even Myro's 25 ſtatues, which for art ſurpaſs 

All others, once were but a ſhapeleſs mals ; 
Rude was hat gold which now in rings is worn, 
As once the robe you wear was wool unſhorn. 
Think, how that ſtone rough in the quarry grew, 
Which, now, a perfect Venus ſhews to view. 
While we ſuppoſe you fleep, repair your face, 
Lock'd from obſervers, in ſome ſecret place. 

Add the laſt hand, before yourſelves you ſhow z 
Your need of art, why ſhould your lover know? 
For many things, when moſt conceal'd, are beſt : 
And few, of ſtrict enquiry, bear the teſt. 

Thoſe figures which in theatres are ſeen, 

Gilded without, are common wood within, 

But no ſpeRators are allow'd to pry, 

Till all is finiſh*d, which allures the eye. 


Yet, 1 muſt own, it oft affords delight, 
To have the fair one comb her hair in fight ; 
'Fo view the flowing honours of her head 
Fall on her neck, and o'er her ſhoulders ſpread. 
But let her look, that ſhe with care avoid 
All fretful humours, while ſhe's ſo employ'd ; 
Let her not ſtill undo, with pecviſh haſte, 
All that her woman does; who does her beſt. 
T hate a vixen, that her maid aſſails, 
And ſcratches with her bodkin, or her nails; | 
While the poor girl in blood and tears muſt mourn, 
And her heart curſes what her hands adorn. 


Let her who has no hair, or has but ſome, 
Plant centinels before her dreſſing- room: 
Or in the fane of the good goddeſs dreſs, 
Where all the male-kind are debarr'd acceſs. 


*Tis ſaid, that I (but *tis a tale devis'd) 
A lady at her toilet once ſurpriz'd ; 
Who ſtarting, ſnatch'd in haſte the tour ſhe wore, 
And in her hurry, plac'd the hinder part before. 
But on our foes fall ev'ry ſuch diſgrace, | 
Or barb'rous beauties of the Parthian race. 
R a | Un. 
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Ungraceful tis to fee without a horn, 
The lofty hart, whom branches beſt adorn ; 
A leaf-lefs tree, or an unverdant mead ; 


And as ungraceful is a hairleſs head. 


But think not, theſe inſtructions are defign'd 
For firſt rate beauties, of the finiſh'd kind: 
Not to a Semele, or 7 Leda bright, 

Nor an* Europa, theſe my rules I write 
Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whoſe charms 
Stirr'd up Atrides, and all Greece, to arms: 
Thee to regain, well was that war begun, 

And Paris well defended what he won ; 

What lover, or what huſband, would not fight 
In ſuch a cauſe, where both are in the right ? 


The croud, I teach, ſome homely, and ſome fair; 
But of the former ſort, the larger ſhare. 
The handſome, leaſt require the help of art, 
Rich in themſelves, and pleas'd with nature's part, 
When calm the ſea, at eaſe the pilot lies, 
But all his ſkill exerts when ſtorms ariſe. 


Faults in your perſon, or your face, correct; 
And few are ſcen that have not ſome defect. 
The nymph too ſhort, her ſeat ſhould ſeldom quit, 
Left, when ſhe ſtands, ſhe may be thought to fit ; 
And when extended on her couch ſhe lies, 
Let length of petticoats conceal her ſize. 
The lean, 2 thick-wrought ſtuff her cloaths ſhould 
chuſe, 
And fuller made, than what the plumper uſe. 
If pale, let her the crimſon juice apply: 
If ſwarthy, to the 29 Pharian = Ay. 
A leg too lank, tight garters ſtill muſt wear 
Nor ſhould an ill-ſhap'd foot be ever bare. 
Round ſhoulders, 3* bolſter'd, will appear the leaft ; 
And lacing ftrait, confines too full a breaſt, 
Whoſe fingers are too fat, and nails too coarſe, 
Should always ſhun much geſture in diſcourſe. 
And you, whoſe breath is touch'd, this caution take, 
Nor faſting, nor too near another ſpeak. | 
Let not the nymph with laughter much abound, 
Whole teeth are black, uncven, or unſound, Yo 
| | on 


kts. PA ...ft 


> A A AALDANPH9 


Poems upon SEVERAL Occastons. 235 


You hardly think how much on this depends, 
And how a laugh, or ſpoils a face, or mends. 
Gape not too wide, left you diſcloſe your gums, 
And loſe the dimple which the cheek becomes. 
Nor let your ſides too ſtrong concuſſions ſhake, 
Leſt you the ſoftneſs of the ſex forſake. | 

In ſome, diſtortions quite the face diſguiſe ; 
Another laughs, that you would think ſhe cries. 
In one, too hoarſe a voice we hear betray'd, 
Another's is as harſh as if ſhe bray'd, 


What cannot art attain ? Many, with eaſe, 
Have learn'd to weep, both when and how they pleaſe. 
Others, thro' affectation, liſp, and find, 

In imperfection, charms to catch mankind. 
Neglect no means which may promote your ends; 
Now learn what way of walking recommends. 
Too maſculine a motion ſhocks the fight ; 

But female grace allures with ſtrange delight. 
One has an artful ſwing and jut behind, 

Which helps her coats to catch the ſwelling wind; 
Swell'd with the wanton wind, they looſely flow, 
And ev'ry ftep and graceful motion ſhow. 
Another, like an ** Umbrian's ſturdy ſpouſe, 
Strides all the ſpace her petticoat allows. 
Between extremes, in this, a mean adjuſt, 

Nor ſhew too nice a gait,” nor too robuſt. 


If ſnowy white your neck, you {till ſhould wear 
That, and the ſhoulder of the left arm, bare. 
Such fights ne'er fail to fire my am'rous heart, 
And make me pant to kiſs the naked part. 


Sirens “, tho? monſters of the ſtormy main, 
Can ſhips, when under ſail, with ſongs, detain ; 
Scarce could Ulyſſes by his friends be bound, 
When firſt he liſten'd to the charming ſound, 
Singing inſinuates: learn, all ye maids ; 

Oft, when a face forbids, a voice perſuades. 

1 Whether on theatres loud ſtrains we hear, 

8 Or in ruelles ſome ſoft Egyptian air. 

Well ſhall ſhe fing, of whom I make my choice, 
And with her lute accompany her voice. | 
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The rocks were ſtirr'd, the beaſts to liſten ſtaid, 


When on his lyre melodious *3 Orpheus play'd ; 
Even Cerberus and Hell that ſound obey'd. 
And ſtones officious were, thy walls to raiſe, 
O Thebes, attracted by *4 Amphion's lays. 
The dolphin, dumb itſelf, thy voice admir'd, 
And was, Arion, by thy ſongs inſpir'd. 


Of ſweet 35 Callimachus the works rehearſe, 
And read 7 Philetas and ** Anacreon's verſe. 
Terentia i plays may much the mind improve; 
But ſofteſt 39 Capho beſt inſtructs to love. 
Propertius, Gallus, and“ Tibullus read, 
And let « Varronian verſe to theſe ſucceed. 
Then mighty Maro's work with care peruſe; 
Of all the Latian bards the nobleſt mule. 
Even I, tis poffible, in after-days, 

May ſcape oblivion, and be pam'd with theſe. 
My labour'd lines, ſome reade s may approve, 
Since Pre inſtructed either ſex in love. 
Whatever book you read of this ſoft art, 

Read with a lover's voice, and lover's heart. 


Tender epiſtles too, by me are fram'd, 
A work before unthought of, and unnam'd. 
Such was your ſacred will, O tuneful nine! 
Such thine, Apollo, and Lyzus, thine ! 


Still unaccompliſh'd may the maid be thought, 
Who gracefully to dance was never taught : 
That active dancing may to love engage, 
Witneſs the well-kept dancers of the ſtage. 


Of ſome odd trifles I'm aſham'd to tell, 
Tho? it becomes the ſex to trifle well; 
To raffle prettily, or ſlur a die, 

Implies both cunning and dexterity. 
Nor is't amiſs at cheſs to be expert, 


For games moſt thoughtful, ſometimes moſt divert. 


Learn ev'ry game, you'll find it prove of ule ; 
Parties begun at play, may love produce, 

But, eaſier tis to learn how bets to lay, 

Than how to keep your temper while you play. 
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Unguarded then, each breaft is open laid, 

And while the head's intent, the heart's betray'd, 
Then, baſe defire of gain, then, rage appears, 
Quarrels and brawls ariſe, and anxious fears ; 
Then clamours and revilings reach the ſky, 

While loſing gameſters all the gods defy. 

Then hork oaths are utter d ev'ry cal : | | 
They grieve, and curſe, and ftorm, nay weep at laſt, 
Good ook avert ſuch ſhameful faults as'theſe, 
From ev'ry aymph whoſe heart's inclin'd to pleaſe, 
Soft recreations fit the female kind; a 
Nature, for men, has rougher ſports deſign' d: 
To wield the ſword, and hurl the pointed ſpear 

To ſtop, or turn the ſteed, in full career. | 


Tho? martial fields ill ſuit your tender frames, 
Nor may you ſwim in Tiber's rapid ftreams ; 
Yet when Sol's burning wheels from Leo drive, 
And at the glowing “ virgin's fign arrive, | 
*Tis both allow'd, and fit, you thou'd repair 
Jo pleaſant walks, and breathe refreſhing air, 
To Pom ey's #3 gardens, or the ſhady groves 
Which Cæſar honours, and which Phozbus loves: 
Phoebus , who ſunk the proud Ægyptian fleet, 
And made Auguſtus victory complete. 

Or ſeek thoſe ſhades, where monuments of fame 
Are rais'd, to Livia's and“ Octavia's name; 
Or, where Agrippa firſt adorn'd the ground, 
When he with naval victory was crown'd. ' 

To Iſis V fare, to theatres reſort ; 

And in the Circus ſee the noble ſport, 


In ev'ry public plane, by turns, be ſhown; 


n vain you're fair, while you remain unknown. 
hould you, in finging, “ Thamyras tranſcend ; 


Your voice unheard, who cou'd your ſkill commend 3 


Had not . Apelles drawn the ſea-born queen, 
Her beauties, till, beneath the waves had been. 


Poets inſpir'd, writ only for a name, 
And think their labours well repaid with fame, 
In former days, I own, the poets were 
Of gods and kings the moſt peculiar care; 
Majeſtic awe was in the name allow'd, T 
nd, wy with rich poſſeſſions were endow'd. 
Vor. [. H h | Enniug | 
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4386 Pouns updi Sevenas Occ aorons, 
Ennius 5? with honours was by Scipio gra? d; FE 


Andy next his own, the pott's ſtatue plac'd, = 


But now their ivy crowns beat nv eſteem, 
And all their learning's thought aw idle dream: 


What could the Kigh renowh of Homer raiſe, 


Still, there's a pleaſure, that proceeds from praiſe R g 


But that he ſung his Hiad's deathleſs lays? 


Who evuld have den of 'r Danae's charms affur d, 


Had ſhe grown old, within her tow'r immur'd? 
This, as a rule, let err nymph purſue, 
That tis her int reſt oft” to come in view. 


A — wolf at all the Kerd will run; 

In hopes, thro' many, to make ſure of one, 
So, let the fdir the gazing croud affail, 

That over one, at leaſt, ſhe may prevail. 

In ev'ry place to pleaſe, be all her chought 5 - 

Where, ſometimes, leaſt we think, che fiſh is 
Sometimes, all day, we hunt the redious foil; 

Anon, the ftag himſelf fhall ſetk the toil, + 


How cot'd Andromeda once doubt relief, 


* 


Whoſe charms were heighter'd and adorn'd by grief? 


The widow'd fair, who ſees her lord expire, 
While yet ſhe weeps, may kindle riew FA ye. 
And Hymen's torch relight with fun'cal fire. 


Beware of men who are tos ſprueely dreſs'd; 
And look, you fly with ſpeed a fop profeſs'd. 
Ziauch tools, to you, and to a thouſand more, 
Will tell the ſame dull ſtory d' er and o'er. 
This way and that, unſteadily they rove, 
And never fix'd, ate fupitives in love. 


+ 


Sach flott ring things all women ſure ſhould hate, 


Light as themſelves, and more effeminate.. 
Believe: me; all I ſay is for your 


mY - 


goods 
Had ** Priam been believ'd, Troy ſtill had ſtood, 


Many, wich baſe deſigns, will paſſion feign, 
Who know no love, pus ſordid love of * 
But let not powder d heads, nor efſenc'd hair, 


Your woll -believing, eaſy hearts enſnare. 
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Rich cloaths are oft by common ſharpers worn, 
And diamond rings felonigus.hands adorn. 
So, may fur lover buxn with. ferce deſire 
Your jewels to enjoy, and beſt attixe. vey 
Poor Tloe robb'd, runs crying through the ſtreets ; 
And as ſhe runs, Give me my own, repeats. 
How often, Venus, haft thqu heard ſuch cries, 
And laugh'd amidſt thy Appian votaries ? 
Some ſo notorious are, their very name | 
Muſt ev'ry nymph whom they frequent, defame. 
Be warn'd. by ills, which, others have deſtroy'd, 
And kaichlz wen with conſtant care avoid. 
Truft not à Theſeus, fair Athenian maid, 
Who has ſo oft th attefting gods betray'd. 
And thou, Demophoon, heir to Theſeus“ crimes, 
Haſt loſt thy credit to all future times. & 


Promiſe for promiſe, equally afford, 
But once à contrad made, keep well your word, 
For, ſhe for any act of hell is fit, | x 
And, undiſmay'd,* may ſacrilege commit; 


* 
. 


With impious hands cou'd quench the veſtal face, 
Poiſon her huſband, in her arms, for hire, 

Who, firſt, to take a lover's gift complies, 
And then defrauds him, and bis claim denies. - 


But hold, my muſe, check thy unruly horſe, 
And more in fight purſue th' intended courſe. 


If love epiſtles, tender lines impart, | 
And billet,dopx are ſent, to ſound your heart, 
Let all ſuch letters, by a faithful maid, 

Or confident, be ſecretly convey'd. 


Soon from the, words you'll judge, if read with care, 
When feign'd a paſſion is, and when ſincere. 

E'er in return you write, ſome time require; 
Delays, if not tao long, eneręaſe defire : 

Nor let the ꝓreſſing y quth with caſe obtain, 

Nor yet refuſe him with too rude diſdain. 

Now, let his hopes, now, let his fears encreaſe, 
But by degrees, let fear to hope give place. 


"Re ſure avoid ſet phraſes, when you write, 
The uſual way of ſpeech is more polite, 1 
PE . Hh 2 How- 
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How have I ſeen the puzzl'd lover vex*d, 

To read a letter with hard words perplex'd ! 

A ſtile too coarſe, takes from a handſome face, 
And makes us with an uglier in its place, 


But fince (tho' chaſtity be not your care) | 
You from your huſband ſtill wou'd hide th' affair, 
Write to no ſtranger *till his truth be try'd; 
Nor in a foqgliſh meſſenger confide. | 
What agonies that woman undergoes, 

Whoſe hand the traitor threatens to expoſe ; 
Who raſhly truſting, dreads to be deceiv'd, 

And lives for ever to that dread enſlav'd! 

duch treachery can never be ſurpaſs'd, 

For thoſe diſcov'ries, ſure as lightning, blaſt. 
Might I adviſe; fraud ſhou'd with fraud be paid; 
Let arms repel all who with arms invade, 


But fince your letters may be brought to ligh 
What, if in ſey'ral hands, you learn'd to write? 
My curſe on him who firſt the ſex betray d, 
And chis advice ſo neceſſary made. nor dy 
Nor let your pocket book two hands contain, 
. Firſt, rub your lover's out, then, write again. 
Still one contrivance more remains — 4 1 
Which you may uſe as a convenient blind; 
As if to women writ, your letters frame, 
And let your friend, to you ſubſcribe a female name, 


Now, greater things to tell, my muſe prepare, 
And clap on all the fail the barque can bear. 
Let no rude paſhons in your looks find place 
For fury will deform the fineſt face: ' 
Ir wells the lips, and blackens all the veins, 
While in the eye a Gorgon horror reigns, 


When on her flute dia ine? Minerva play'd, 
And in a fountain faw the change it made, 
Swelling her cheek : ſhe flung it quick aſide ; 
Nor # thy 1 worth, the cry'd. 

Look in your glaſs, when you with anger glow, 
And you'll confeſs, you ſcarce yourſelves can know. 

Nor with exceflive pride inſult the fight, ” 

For gentle looks, alone, to love invite. 


Believe 
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Believe it as a truth that's 2 | ] | 
There's nothing more deteſtable than pride. 
How have I ſeen ſome airs diſguſt create, 

& Like things which by antipathy we hate“ "SIS 
Let looks with looks, and ſmiles with ſmiles be paid, 
And when your lover bows, incline your head. 

So, love preluding, plays at firſt with hearts, 

And after wounds with deeper piercing darts, 

Nor me a melancholy miſtreſs charms ; 

Let ſad 5* Tecmeſla weep in Ajax? arms. 

Let mourning beauties, ſullen heroes move z 

We chearful men, like gaiety in love. 

Let'HeQor in Andromache delight, 

Who, in bewailing Troy, waſtes all the night. 

Had not they both borne children (to be plain) 

I ne'er cou'd think they'd with their huſbands lain, 

I no idea in my mind can frame, 

That either one or Yother doleful dame, 

Cou'd toy, cou'd fondle, or cou'd call their lords 
My life, my ſoul; or ſpeak endearing words. 


* 


Why, from compariſons ſhould J refrain, 

Or, fear ſmall things by greater to explain? 

Obſerve what conduct prudent gen'rals uſe, 

And how their ſev' ral officers they chuſe; 

To one, a charge of infantry commit, 

Another, for the horſe, is thought more fit. 

| So you your ſev'ral lovers ſhould ſelect, 

And, as you find em qualify'd, direct. 

The wealthy lover ſtore of gold ſhould ſend ; 

The lawyer ſhould, in courts, your cauſe defend. 

We, who write verſe, with verſe alone ſhould bribe ; 

Moſt apt to love is all the tuneful tribe. + 

By us, your fame ſhall thro! the world be blaz'd ; 

So 55 Nemeſis,” ſo Cynthia's name was rais'd. 

From eaſt to weſt, Lycoris praiſes ring; 

Nor are Corinna's filent, whom we fing. 

No fraud, the poet's ſacred breaſt can bear; 

Mild are his manners, and his heart fincere. 

Nor wealth he ſeeks, nor feels ambition's fires, 

But ſhuns the bar ; and books and ſhades requires, 1 
; Too faithfully, alas! we know to love, | EAT | 
With caſe we fix, but we with pain remove; 4 | 
1 | Oar = 
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Hence ſprings the coldueſs of a marry'd life, 

The huſband; when he pleaſes, Has his wife. 

Bar but your gate, and let your porter cry 

Here's no aumritante, Sir ; 1 naft deny © | 

The very huſband, ſo repuls'd; will find: 

A growing inclination to be kind. 

Thus far, with foils you've fought; theſe laid aſide, 

I, now, ſharp we _ for the fex provides © © 2 
Nor doubt, againſt myſelf, to ſee em try'd. 


When a lover you defign to chart, 

Beware, leſt jealoufics his ſou alargh JE 

Make him believe, with all the ſkill you can, 

That he, and only he's the happy mag. 

Anon, by due degrees, ſmall doubts ereate, 

And let him feat forte rival's better fate. 

Such little arts make love its vigour hold, 

Which, elſe wou'd languiſn, and tov ſoo grow old. 

Then, ſtrains the courſer to out- ſtrip the wind, 

When one before him runs, and one be heats behind. : 
Love, when extinct, ſuſpicions may vevive; © © + 

I own, when mine's ſecure, *tis ſcarce alive, 

Yet, one precaution to this rule belongs, | 

Let us at moſt ſuſpect, not prove out wrongs. 1 

Sometimes, your lover to incite the more, * 

Pretend, your hufband's ſpies beſet the door: 

Tho! free as 57 Thais, ſtill affect a fright ; 

For, ſeeming danger heightens the delight. 

Oft' let the youth in through your window ſteal, - 

Tho' he might enter at the door as well; | 
And, ſometimes, let your tnaid ſurprize pretend, 
And beg you, in ſome hole to hide your friend. 
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Yet, ever and anon, diſpel his fear,” 

And let him tafte of happineſs fincere ; Fa 
Left, quite diſhearten'd with too much fatigue, 
He ſhou'd grow weary of the dull intrigue. 

But I forgot to tell, how you may try 

Both to evade tie hufband, and the ſpy. 


That wives ſhou'd of their huſbands ſtand in awe, 
Agreeb with juſtice, modeſty, and law: - 
| 1. | 4k 33s ut,” 
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But, chat a miſtreſs may be lawful prize, 
None, but her keeper, I am ſure, denies.  __ 
For ſuch fair nymphs, theſe precepts are defign'd, 


Which ne'er can fail, join'd with a willing mind. 
Tho? ſtuck with © Argus? eyes your keeper were, 


Advis'd by me, you ſhall elude his care. 


When you to waſh or bathe retire from ſight, 
Can he obſerve what letters then you write? 
Or, can his caution againſt ſuch provide, . 


Which, in her. breaſt, your confident may 8 


Can he the note beneath her garter view, 

Or that, which, more conceal'd, is in her ſhoe ? 
Yet, theſe perceiv'd, you may her back undreſs, 
And, writing on her ſkin, your mind expreſs. 
New milk, or pointed ſpires of flax, when green, 
Will ink ſupply, and letters mark unſcen. | 
Fair will the paper ſhow, nor can be read, 

Till all the writing's with warm aſhes ſpread, 


Acrifius was with all his care, betray'd; - 
And in his tow'r of braſs, a grandfire made. 


Can ſpies avail, when you to plays reſort, 
Or in the Circus view the noble ſport ? 
Or, can you be to Iſis fane purſu'd, 
Or Cybele's, whole rites all men exclude ? 
Tho? watchful ſervants to the bagnio come, 
They're ne'er admitted to the bathing- room. 
Or, when ſome ſudden fickneſs you pretend, 
May you not take to your fick-bed a friend? 
Falſe keys a private paſſage may procure, 
If not, there are more ways beſides the door. 


Sometimes, with wine, your watchful follow'r treat; 


When drunk, you may with caſe his care defeat: 
Or, to prevent too ſudden a ſurpriſe, _ 
Prepare a ng 5 to ſeal his eyes: 

Or ſet your maid, ſtill longer time to gain, 
An inclination for his perſon feign; 
With faint refiſtance let her arill bim on, 
And, after competent delays, be won. 


But, what need all theſe various doubtful wiles, 
Since gold the greateſt vigilance beguiles? 


Believe 
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Believe me, men and gods with gifts are pleas'd ; 


Ev'n angry Jove with off” rings is appeas'd. 
With —— fools and vile alike — caught, 
Give but enough, the huſband may be bought. 
But let me warn you, when you bribe a ſpy, 
That you for ever his connivance buy ; | 
Pay him his price at once, for with ſuch men 
You'll know no end of giving now and then. 


Once, I remember, I with cauſe complain'd, 
Of jealouſy occaſion'd by a friend. | 
Believe me, apprehenſions of that kind, 

Are not alone to our falſe ſex confin' d. 

Truſt not too far your ſhe-companion's truth, 
Leſt ſhe ſometimes ſhou'd intercept the youth: 
The very confident that lends the bed, 
May entertain your lover, in your ſtead. 

Nor keep a ſervant with too ir a face, 
For ſuch I've known ſupply her lady's place. 


But, whither do I run with heedleſs rage, 
Teaching the foe unequal war to wage ? 
Did ever bird the fowler's net prepare? 
Was ever hound inſtructed by the hare ? 
But all ſelf-ends and int'reſt tet apart, 
Pl faithfully proceed to teach my art. 
Defenceleſs and unarm'd expoſe my life, 


And for the 59 Lemnian ladies, whet the knife. 


Perpetual fondneſs of your lover feign, 
Nor will you find it hard, belief to gain 
Full of himſelf, he your deſign will aid: 
To what we with, *tis eaſy to perſuade. 
With dying eyes, his face and form ſurvey, 
Then, ſigh, and wonder he ſo long cou'd ſtay ; 
Now, drop a tear, your ſorrows to aſſuage, 
Anon, reproach him, and pretend to rage. 
Such proofs as theſe, will all diſtruſt remove, 
And make him pity your excefſhve love. 
Scarce to himſelf will he forbear to cry, 
How can I let this poor fond creature die? | 
But chiefly, one, ſuch fond behaviour fires, | 


Who courts his glaſs, and his own charms admires. 


Vol. II. Li Proud 
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Proud of the homage to his merit done, | 
He'll think a goddeſs might with caſe be won. 


Light wrongs, be ſure, you ſtill with mildneſs bear, ; 
Nor Prat fly out, when you a rival fear. 

Let not your r o'er. your ſenſe prevail, 

Nor credit lightly. ev'ry idſe tale. 
Let Procris fate, a fad example be 

Of what effects attend credulity. 


Near, where his purple head Hymottus ſhows, 
And flow'rin hills & ſacred fountain flows; 
With ſoft and verdant turf the foil is ſpread, 


And ſweetly- ſmelling ſhrubs the ground o'erfhade; 
There, roſemary and bays their odours Join, 


And with the fragrant myrtle's ſcent, combine. 
There, tamariſks with thick-leav'd box are found; 
And cytifſus, and garden-pines, abound. . 
While thro? the boughs, ſoft winds of Zephyr paſt, 
Tremble the leaves, and tender tops of grails. 
Hither, wou'd* Cephalus retreat to reſt, : 
When tir'd with hunting, or with heat oppreſt : 
And, thus, to Air, the panting youth would pray, 
Come, gentle Aura, came, this heat allay. | 
But ſome tale - bearing too officious friend, 
By chance o'er-heard him as he thus complain'd +: 
Who, with the news to Procris quick repair'd, 
ot Any: word for word what ſhe had heard. 
Soon as the name of Aura reach'd her ears, 
With jealouſy, ſurpriz d, and fainting fears, 
Her roſy colour fled her lovely face, 
And —_ like death, ſupply'd the place; 
Pale ſhe appear'd as are the falling leaves, 
When firſt the vine the winter's blaſt receives. 
Of ripen'd-quinces, ſuch the yellow hue, 
Or, when unripe, we cornel- berries. view. 
Reviving from her ſwoon, her robes ſhe tore, 
Nor her qwn faultleſs face to wound, forbore. 
Now, all diſhevell'd, to the wood ſhe flies, 
With ©? Bacchanalian fury in her eyes. 
Thither arriv'd, ſhe leaves below, her friends; 
And, all alone, the ſhady hill aſcends, | 
What folly, Procris, o'er thy mind prevail'd ? 
What.rage, thus, fatally, to lie conceal'd 3 
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Whoe'er this Aura be (ſuch was thy thought) 
She, now ſhall in the very fact be caught. 

Anon, thy heart repents its raſh deſigns, 

And now to go, and now to ſtay inchnes: — 
Thus, love, with doubts perplexes ſtill thy mind, 
And makes thee ſeek, what thou muſt dread to find. 
But till thy rival's name rings in thy ears, 

And more ſuſpicious ftill the place appears: 

But more than all, exceſſive love deceives, 

Which, all it fears, too eaſily believes. 


And, now, a chilneſs run thro? ev'ry vein, 
Soon as ſhe ſaw where Cephalus had lain. 
'T was noon, when he * retir'd, to ſhun 
The ſcorching ardour of the mid-day ſun : 
With water, firſt, he ſprinkled o'er his face, 
Which glow'd with heat; then ſought his uſual place. 
Procris, with anxious, but with fileat care, 5 
View'd him extended, with his boſom bare ; 
And heard him, ſoon, th' accuſtom'd words repeat, 
Come Zephyr, Aura come, allay this heat : 
Soon as ſhe found her error, from the word, 
Her colour and her temper were reſtor'd. 
With joy ſhe roſe, to claſp him in her arms: 
But, Cephalus, the ruftling noiſe alarms; 
Some beaſt, he thinks, he in the buſhes hears, 
And ftrait, his arrows and his bow prepares. 
Hold! hold! unhappy youth !—lI call in vain, 
With thy own hand thou haſt thy Procris ſlain. 
Me, me, (ſhe cries) thou'ft wounded with thy dart / 
But Cephalus was wont to wound this heart. 
Yet, lighter on my aſhes earth will lye, - 
Since, tho untimely, I unrivali'd die: 
Come, cloſe with thy dear hand my eyes in death, 
ow of Air, to Air I yield my breath. 

loſe to his heavy heart her cheek he laid, | 
And waſh'd, with fr tears, the wound he made; 
At length, the ſprings of life their currents leave, 
And her laſt gaſp, her huſband's lips receive. 


Now, to purſue our voyage we muſt provide, 
Till fafe to port our weary bark we guide. 


112 You 
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You may expe, perhaps, I now ſhou'd teach 


What rules to treats and entertainments reach. 
Come not the firſt, invited to a feaſt ; 
Rather, come laſt, as a more grateful gueſt, 
For that, of which we fear to be depriv'd, 

eets with the ſureſt welcome, when arriv'd. 
Beſides, complexions of a coarſer kind, 
From candle-light, no ſmall advantage find. 
During the time you eat, obſerve ſome grace, 
Nor let your unwip'd hands beſmear your face; 
Nor yet, too ſqueamiſhly your meat avoid, 
Leſt we ſuſpe@ you were in private cloy'd. 
Of all extreams in either kind beware, 
And ſtill, before your belly's full, forbear. 
No glutton nymph, however fair, can wound, 
Tho more than Helen ſhe in charms abound.” 


T own, I think, of wine the moderate uſe, 
More ſuits the ſex, and ſooner finds excuſe ; 
It warms the blood, adds luſtre to the eyes, 
And wine and love have always been allies. 
But, carefully from alt intemp'rance keep, 
Nor drink ' till you ſee double, liſp, or ſleep. 


For in ſuch ſleeps, brutalities are done, 


Which, tho? you loath, you have no pow'r to ſhun, 


And now th' inſtructed nymph from table led, 
Shou'd next be taught how to behave in bed. 
But modeſty forbids * nor more, my muſe | 
With weary wings, the labour'd flight purſues ; 
Her purple * ſwans unyoak'd, the chariot leave, 
And needful reſt (their journey done) receive. 


Thus, with impartial care, my art I ſhow 
And equal arms, on either ſex beſtow : | 


While men and maids, who by my rules improve, 


id muſt own, their maſter is in love. 
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NOTES upon the foregoing 


TRANSLATION. 


1 nnd Menelaus, two brothers, married two 


fiſters, Clytemneſtra and Helena, both of them 


preferred gallants to their huſbands beds. 


2 Eriphyle, daughter of Talaon, king of Argos, for 
the ſake of a golden chain, perſuaded her huſband, Am- 
hiaraus, to go to the Theban war, in which ſhe knew 

e muſt be ſlain, 
3 Penelope, daughter of Icarus and Polycaſta, was 


married to Ulyſſes, and much celebrated by the an- 


tients for her invincible chaſtity. 

4 When Laodamia heard her huſband Protefilaus 
was killed in the Trojan war, ſhe paſſionately defired 
to ſec his ghoſt, which being granted her by the gods, 
— embraced it ſo cloſely that ſhe periſhed in the em- 

race. 

5 She offered to die to lengthen her huſband, Adme- 


tus's life, 


6 Evadne, the daughter of Iphias, married Capa- 
neus, who fignalized himſelf in the Theban war. 
7 Virtue was repreſented at Rome in a woman's ha- 


bit, and had a temple and altars dedicated to her. 


8 7:/on, the ſon of ZEſon, married Medea, the king 
of Colchos's daughter, who had aſſiſted him in carry- 
ing off the golden fleece, but afterwards forſook her, 
and married Creuſa, daughter to the king of Corinth. 
9. Ariadne, the daughter of Minos, king of Crete, 


being in love with Theſeus, conducted him out of the 


labyrinth, by the means of a clue of thread. She 
fled from Crete with Theſeus, who left her on a bar- 
ren ſhore, and ſhe was afterwards married to Bacchus. 

10 Phyllis, daughter of Lycurgus, king of "Thrace, 


ſeus, 
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ſeus, to whom ſhe had granted her laſt favours, wag 
transformed into an almond-tree as ſhe was going to 
hang herſelf. 

11 Eneas and Dido, The pious hero excuſed his 
falſhood by the injunction of the gods. | 

12 The poet Steſichorus wrote a bitter ſatire againſt 


Helen, for which her brothers, Caſtor and Pollux, 


plucked out his eyes ; but having recanted ſome time 
after in his Palinodia, a poem quite contrary. to the 
former, he was reſtored to his fight. | 

13 Endymion, with whom the moon fell in love, and 
deſcended to converſe with him on mount Latmos in 
Caria. | . 

14 Aurora being in love with Cephalus, who had 

married Procris, the king of Athens his daughter, 
found him fo invincibly conſtant to his wife, that, 
*ris ſaid, ſhe was forced to raviſh him, The reader 
will meet with a fuller account of him at the cad of 
this book. 

15 Adonis, the ſon of Cynaras, king of Cyprus, was 
flain by a boar as he was a hunting, to the incxpreſ- 
fible grief of the goddeis Venus. Ks 

16 Harmonia, or Hermione, was the daughter of Ve- 
nus by the god Mars, as was the Dardan prince Eneas 
her ſoa by Anchiſes. ne | 

17 Stiil women leſe, you cry, &c. | 

Et tamen ulla vire mulier non expedit, inguit, 

Duid, niſi quam ſumis, dic mibi perdis aum ? 

Theſe verſes are not barely tranflated to the literal 
ſenſe, which is conceived to be in them; but para- 
| phraſed according to the interpretation of Heinſius, 
who ſeems truly to underſtand the text, though dif- 
fering in his comjecture from Scaliger and other com- 
mentators. If any reader is curious enough to conſult 
the commentary of Heinſius on this place, he will 
fad by 'other inſtances cited from Ovid, that aguam 
was à phraſe appropriated to a particular time 
and cuſtom among women. This had not been inſrſted 
on here, had it not been the only paſſage in this book 
which all other commentators but Heinſius have ren- 
dered umatethgiblc ; for otherwiſe the verſes are not 
very confiderable : and the moſt which Ovid ſays in 


this place, is no more than if ſpeaking of cating he had 


ſaid, 
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ſand; Why fhould any one ſtruple to uſe thar hands, when it 
can coſt them nothing but a little water to waſh them after 
wards, which is not worth ſaving ? _ 
18 Andromache, the wife of Hector, is always repre- 
ſented as a __ ſort of woman. 
19 The Capitol was a hill in Rome fo called from 


& man's head, which was found there as the Romans 


were di ing the foundation of the temple of Jupiter. 
d 


20 ole, _ of Eurytus, king of Oechalta, and 
wife to Herc 


+ He took her from her father by 
force, becauſe the king would not conſent to it whew 
he returned from Atolia, where he had married 
Dejanira. 

21 Hippodamia, the daughter of Briſes, from thenee 
called Briſeis, felt by lot to Achilles at the ſack of 
Lyrneſfus. 

22 Andromeda, the daughter of Cepheus, king of 
Ethiopia, was, for her mother's pride, expoſed do be- 
de voured by an horrible ſea-monſter, but being reſcued 
by Perſeus, ſhe was afterwards married to him. 

23 Caucaſus is a mountain which ftretches itſelf 
from the Eaſt-Indies to Mount Taurus, but goes by 
ſeveral names, according as it is inhabited by fever: 


nations. 


24 Myſia is a country in Afia Minor, bordering 
upon Troas, remarkable for hothing more than the 
worthleſneſs of its inhabitants. Ovid faith, he is-ad+- 


dreffing himſelf to the polite Roman ladies, and nat to 


the wild inhabitants of Caucaſus and Myſia. | 
25 He means his book de Medicamine Faciei, of whieh 
we have ſome fragments remaining, | | 
26 There were two famous ſtatuaries of this name, 
one a Lycian, and the other of Eleuthera. | 
h 27 2 87 Pur daughter a, men? 1 
acchus upiter, havi e curioſity to enjoy th 
god in his celeſtial mel was — lightni 
eda was the daughter of Theſtius, and the wife ON 
Tyndarus, king of Oebalia: Jupiter, in the fhape og 
a ſwan, enjoyed her as the was bathing in the river 


Eurotus. 


28 Europa, the daughter of Agenor, king of Plize 
nicia, was raviſhed by Jupiter in the ſhape of x bull. 
29 Pharos was a little iſland at the mouth of the 
9 . Nile, 
3 8 
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Nile, abounding with crocodiles, the entrails of which 
were excellent to take off freckles, or ſpots in the face, 
and whiten the ſkin. 

30 Analectides, little bolſters of flocks. The ſame 
invention is uſed in our days, both for this defect in 
women, and in calved ſtockings for the men. And it 
is ſatisfactory to the curious to know the faſhion is 
1800 years old, | 

31 The Umbrians inhabited a country joining to the 
Appenine hills, which run from Savona, on the coaſt 
of 1 to the Sicilian ſtreights. This nation were 
reckoned as ruſtic in their manners, as ſtrong in bodies, 
and ſtout of heart. The poet gives us, in an Umbrian 
woman, a juſt idea of a modern peaſant's wife. 

32 The Hrens were three in number, Parthenope, 
Leucoſia and Ligia, half women, and half fiſh. One 
made uſe of her voice, the ſecond of her lyre, and the 
third of her flute. Their haunt was on the coaſt of 
Sicily, where they charmed voyagers, but Ulyſſes 
eſcaped them. 

3 Orpheus was ſo ſkilful in playing on the lyre, that, 
it is ſaid, he drew after him trees and wild beaſts, and 
charmed Hell with his muſic, whither he went to. re- 
cover his wife Eurydice. ; 

Ampbion, the ſon of Jupiter and Antiope, is ſaid 
@ fare built the walls of Thebes by the ſound of his 
lyre. | 
* Arien was a muſician of Leſbos. Having got a 
at deal of money in his travels, the ſailors robbed 
im and threw him over-board as he was returning 
home by ſea ; but a dolphin, charmed with his muſic, 
conveyed him on his back ſafe to Peloponeſus, where 
he procured Periander to put the ſailors to death. 
36 Callimachus, the ſon of Battus, was looked upon 
wi one of the wittieſt and politeſt men of his age. 

7. Philetas was a native of Coos, an ifland in the 
Ægean ſea ; he was a celebrated poet, and writer of 
elegies, and flouriſhed under Philip, and his ſon, Alex- 
== the Great. | 

38 Anacreon was a lyric poet of Teios; being a great 
lover of wine, he choaked himſelf with a grape-ſtone 
as he was drinking. ; 


39 Saphe 
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39 Sapho was born at Mitylene in the iſle of Leſbos: 
ſhe writ nine books of elegies, and ſeveral epigrams 
and ſatires. Her ſentiments were very tender in her 
verſes, for which reaſon Ovid recommends them. 
According to ſome authors, ſhe flung herſelf into the 
ſea, becauſe Phaon neglected her. _—” 

40 Theſe three were celebrated poets of the Au- 
guſtine age. Propertius was a native of Umbria, and 
very much eſteemed by Mecænas. Gallus commanded 
under Auguftus in Ægypt; and Tibullus was no leſs 
remarkable for his wit, than his gallantry and pro- 
fuſion, 85 05 

41 Publius Terentius Varro Atacinus, of the province 
of Gallia Narbonenſis, was in love with a lady called 
Leucadia, whom he celebrated in his poetry. 

42 The poet means the ſummer ſeaſon, when the 
ſun paſſes through Cancer, Leo, and Virgo. 

43 "Theſe were the moſt noted gardens in Rome, and 
in the field of Mars. - | | 

44 It is ſaid Phoebus deſcended at the battle of Ac- 
tium, and was preſent on the Romans fide when Au- 
guſtus beat Mark Anthony. | 

45 Octavia's portico built near Marcellus's theatre. 

46 Agrippa married Julia, Auguſtus's daughter by 
Scribonia, and his father-in-law honoured him with a 
naval crown after he beat Pompey in Sicily. One of 
the portico's in Rome was built or named by Agrippa. 

47 Ovid gives us to underſtand, in his fl book of 
the Art of Love, that people frequented the temple of 
Iſis, on purpoſe to carry on their amorous intrigues. 

48 Thamyras, the ſon of Philammon, was a poet, 
and one of the greateſt muſicians of his time: having 


gained the prize of finging at the Pythic games, he 


met the muſes in his return homewards, and had the 
inſolence to give them a challenge, fancying he could 
outdo them in that art, at which the daughters ot Ju- 
piter were ſo enraged, that they deprived him of his 
reaſon, or, as Diodorus ſays, they took from him his 
voice, and his art of playing on the lute, IS. 

49 Apelles was, for his great ſkill, called the prince 
of painters ; his maſter-piece was reckoned the Venus 
riſing out of the ſea, of which Ovid ſpeaks in this 


place. 
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| 59; Ennius was the firſt Roman chat wrote annals in 
bende vexle 3 ; be Ani Was: the Wars of laaly, and 
para arly. the. And 2 War, Which he did to. 


ument friend and patron Scipio, in whoſe 
ub be was b ra N placed the 4 es ſtatue 
near his own, wh ws hom highly be honoured. 
IPs 
$1 Danes, daughter of Agrifius, king of Argos, who, 
having conſulted the o 15 and hei old be ſhould 
be kill gd by ben * 5 in a tower to 
prevent it. Jupiter my — himſelf into a 


golden ſhower, bd her keepers, and got her. with 
R which, being born, was the renowned. Perſaus. 
Her father commanded. both the babe and +. ox 
to be thrown, into te ſea; but being fortunately. caſt 

on ſhore. on one of, the. iſlands called Cyclades, the 

king of the, iſland married; che mother; and Perſeus, 
whep he. was, grown. up, unwittingly killed his: grand- 
ather. 

$2 Priam, king of 'Troy, andi father of Paris, who 
ſto p. Helen, Jr for reſtoring her to the Greeks: when. 
they demanded her 5 their ambaſſadors; but other 
councils, p e © e Nax enſued, Which ended in 
the, = and the death of Priam, who 
7 ed by P yrrhus, ſon of, Achilles, after forty. 


l temple. of Venus oe inthe, Appian way, 
8 as; much, fre vented; by, the intriguing Roman 
who LIM ither to-meetithear, ſparks; 
ES Minerva playing on ber, flute» by a a river ſide, 
opt ſerving in the. water; what grimaces: it obliged 
ber to. ma flung ava the inſtrument in a paſſio 
175 Tecouſſa, the 1 weak enthrantes, a Phry-. 
Ga. Wa-taken;prilencs, by: the, Grecians, and: 
CR upog the diviſtoo of chef ſpoil, 
are names the: Roman ithaſt, times- 
7 150 wile el Wia, . = 
23775 2 ven tQ: AU: ſorts worgen, 
2 end ch chars bande ET 1 
an red e es, an rom ſu- 
. order, 1 Mareury; killed him 


ther love; to make lum. amends, 
5 Jang. 
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Juno turned him into a peacock, and placed his eyes 
in his tail. 


59 The poet alludes here to thoſe wicked women 
who roſe againſt the men, and did not ſpare their own 


huſbands. 


60 The prieſteſſes and prieſts of Bacchus, who cele - 
brated the feſtival of that god, did it with the noiſe of 

outs, drums, timbrels and cymbals, were crowned 
with ivy, vine, &c. and carried a thyrſus, or ſtaff, 
wreathed with it in their hands ; they were frantic and 
— in their actions during this ceremony. 

61 By this Ovid ſhews he is both a poet and a lover, 
for the ſwans are dedicated to Apollo, and are ſaid to 
draw Venus's car ſometimes, though the doves are 
ofteneſt uſed upon that occaſion. 
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AN 


Sr RICHARD TEMPLE. 


. IS ſtrange, dear Temple, how it comes to pals, 
That no one man is pleas'd with what he has. 
So Horace ſings—and ſure, as ſtrange is this : 
That no one man's diſpleas'd with what he is. 
The fooliſh, ugly, dull, impertinent, 

Are with their perſons and their parts content. 
Nor is that all; ſo odd a thing is man, 

He moſt would be what leaſt he ſhould or can. 
Hence, homely faces ſtill are foremoſt ſeen, 

And croſs- ſhap'd fops affect the niceſt mien; 
Cowards extol true courage to the ſkies, 

And fools are ſtill moſt forward to adviſe ; 

Thr untruſted wretch, to ſecreſy pretends, 
Whiſp'ring his nothing round to all as friends. 
Dull rogues affect the politician's part; 

And learn to nod, and ſmile, and ſhrug with art 


Who 
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Vho 
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Who nothing has to loſe, the war bewails; 


And he who nothing pays, at taxes rails. 
Thus, man perverſe, againſt plain nature ſtrives, 
And to be artfully abfurd, contrives. 

Plautus will dance, Luſcus at ogling aims, 

Old Tritus keeps, and undone Probus games. 
Noi ſome Curculio, whoſe envenom'd breath, 
Tho' at a diſtance utter'd, threatens death, 
Full in your teeth his ſtinking whiſper throws ; 
Nor mends his manners, tho you hold your noſe. 
Therſites, who ſeems born to give offence, 
From uneouth form and frontleſs impudence, 
Aſſumes ſoft airs, and with a flur comes in, 
Attempts a {mile, and ſhocks you with a grin. 
Raucus harangues with a diſſuaſive grace, 

And Helluo invites with a forbidding face. 


Nature, to each allots his proper ſphere, 
But, that forſaken, we like commets err ; 
Toſs'd thro? the void, by ſome rude ſhock we're broke, 
And all our boaſted fire is loſt in ſmoke. 


Next to obtaining wealth, or 2 or eaſe, 
Men moſt affect, in general to pleaſe : 

Of this affection, vanity's the ſource, 

And vanity alone obſtructs its courſe 

That teleſcope of fools, thro' which they ſpy 
Merit remote, and think the object nigh. 

The glaſs remov'd, would each himſelf ſurvey, 

And in juſt ſcales, his ſtrength and weakneſs weigh, 
Purſue the path for which he was — * 

And to his proper force adapt his mind; 

Scarce one, but, to ſome merit might pretend, 
Perhaps might pleaſe, at leaſt would not offend. 
Who would reprove us while he makes us laugh, 
Muſt be no Bavius, but a Bickerſtaffe, 

If Garth, or Blackmore, mn. way give, 
We bid the dying patient drink and live : 

When Murus comes, we cry, beware the pill, 

And wiſh the tradeſman were a tradeſman fill. 

If Addiſon, or Rowe, or Prior write, 

We fludy 'em with profit and delight: 


But when vile Macsr and Mundungus rbyme, 


We grieve we've learnt to read, ay, curſe the time. 


All 


8 Forme pon Sry Occaxytons, 
All rules ofpleafing in this one unite, 
Aﬀett not any thing in aa it's, ſpight. 
Baboouns and apes ridiculous we find | 
For what? For ill-refembling kamanckiad. 
None are, for hang. what they ior te, in. 5 :1 
But for ace being what they wwon'd be 


Thus, I, dear friend, to you my theughns impart, 
As to one perfett in the pleaſing art; 770 
If art it may be dall'd in you, who fem, 

By nature, form'd for love, andforiefteen. 
Affecting none, all virtues you potiett, 
profeld. © 


And really are what others but 
I'll not offend you, while myſelf I fla; 
I  loath to flatter, tho* I love to praiſe. 
But when 4uch early worth ſo bright appears, 
And antedates the fame which waits on years; 
J can't fo ſtupidly affetted prove, | 
Not to confeis it, in the man I love. 
Tho n] 1 aim not at that known applauſe 
You've won in arms, and in your country's-cagſe ; - 
Nor patriot now, nor hero I commend, 


But the companion praiſe, and boaſt the friend. 


r 


But you may think, and ſome, lefs partial, ſay, 
That I preſume too much in this eſſay. 
How ſhould I ſhow what pleaſes ? How explain 
A rule, to which I never could attain ? 
To this objection, Il make no reply, 
But tell a tale, which, after, we'll apply. 


I've read, ot heard, a learned perſon, once, 

\ Concern'd to fiad his only ſon a dunce ; 

Compose'd a book in favour of the lad, 

© Whoſe memory, it ſeems, was very bad. 

This work contain'd a world of whotfome rules, 

To help the frailty of forgetfal fools. 

The careful patett laid the treatiſe by, 

Till time ſhould make it ayes to apply. 

Simon at length che look d- for age attains, 

To read and profit by his father's pains; 

And now the fire prepares the book t' impart, 

Which was yclep'd Of Meaniry the Art. 


i 
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But ah! how oft' is human care in vain ! 
For now, he could not find his book again. 


The place where he had laid it, he forgot, 


Nor could himſelf remember what he wrote, 


Now to apply the ſtory that I tell, 
Which if not true, is yet invented well. 
Such is my caſe: like moſt of theirs who teach; 
I ill may practiſe, what I well may preach, 
Myſelf not trying, or not turn'd to pleaſe, 
May lay the line, and meaſure out the ways. 
The Mulcibers, who in the Minories ſweat, 
And maſhve bars on ſtubborn anvils beat, 
Deform'd themſelves, yet, forge thoſe ſtays of ſteel, 
Which arm Aurelia with a ſhape to kill, 
So Macer and Mundungus ſchool the times, 
And write in rugged prole the rules of ſofter rhymes, 
Well do they play the careful critic's part, 
Inſtructing doubly by their matchleſs art: 


Rules for good verſe they firſt with pains indite, 


Then ſhew us what are bad, by what they write. 


A_PIN- 


PINDARIQUE ODE, 


Humbly offered to the 


Ä 


On the Victorious Progreſs of 


Her MAJESTY's ARMS, under the Conduct 
of the Duke of MarLBORoOUGH. 


To which is prefixcd, 


A DISCOURSE onthe PINDARIQUE ODE. 


———- Operoſa 
Carmina fingo. Hos. Ops 2. L. 4. 


PV 7 ˙˙ ²—ũ . ˙²˙. 7 = WE vx & = 


Pokus upon SEVERAL Oceasloxs, 263 


A 
D415 CO 
1 
oN THE 


PINDARIQUE ODE. 


TH E ee Ode is an attempt towards reftor- 
ing the ns, arity of the antient lyric poetry, 
which ſeems to be altogether forgotten or unknown by 
our Engliſh writers, FA | 
There 1s nothing more frequent among us, than a 
ſort of poems intituled Pindarique Odes ; pretending 
to be written in imitation of the manner and ftile of 
Pindar; and yet I do not know that there is to this 
day extant in our language, one ode contrived after 
his model. What idea can an Engliſh reader have of 
Pindar, (to whoſe mouth, when a child, the bees * 
brought their honey, in omen of the future ſweetneſs 
and melody of his ſongs) when he ſhall ſee ſuch rum- 
bling and grating papers of yerſes, pretending to be co- 
- Pies of his works? | 
The character of theſe late Pindariques, is, a bun- 
dle of rambling incqherent thoughts, expreſſed in a 
like parcel of irregular ſtanzas, which alſo conſiſt of 
ſuch another complication of diſproportioned, uncer- 
' tain and perplexed verſes and rhymes, * And J appeal 
to any reader, if this is not the condition in which 
' theſe titular odes appear. CE-LY 
On the contrary, there 1s nothing more regular 
than the odes of Pindar, bath as to the exact obſerva- 
tion of the meaſures and numbers of his ſtanzas and 


yerſes, and the perpetual coherence of his thoughts, 


Pau an. Bœotie. 


L12 1 For 
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For though his digreſſions are frequent, and his tranſi- 
tions ſudden, yet 1s there ever ſome ſecret connexion, 
which though not always appearing to the eye, never 
fails to communicate itſelf to the underſtanding of the 
reader. 

The liberty which he took in his numbers, and 
which has been ſo * miſunderſtood and miſapplied by 
his pretended imitators, was only in, varying the ſtan- 
zas in different odes ; but in each Prticular ode they 
are ever correſpondent one to another in their turns, 
and according to the order of the ode. 

All the odes of Pindar which remain to us, are ſongs 
of triumph, victory or ſucceſs in the Greciap games: 
they were ſung by a chorus, and adapted to the lyre, 
and ſometimes to the lyre and & pipe; they conſiſted 
ofteneſt of three ſtanzas, the firft was called the Stro- 

he, from the verſion or circular motion of the fingers 
in that ſtanza from the right hand to the left. + The 
ſecond ſtanza was called the Antiftrophe, from the 
contraverſion of the chorus ; the fingers, in performing 
that, turning from the left hand to the right, contrary 
always to their motion in the Strophe, The third 
ſtanza was called the Epade, (it may, be as being the 
after-ſong) which they ſung in the middle, neither 
turning to one hand nor the other. 

What the origin was of theſe different motions and 
ſtations in ſinging their odes, is not our preſent bu- 


* For certainly they have utterly miſunderſtood Horace. L. 4. Ode 2. 


who have applied numerijq; fertur lege ſolutis. to all the odes of Pindar ; which, 
there, cxprelf>ly relates only to his Dithyrambicks, and which are all en- 
tirely loſt. , Nothing is plainer, than the ſenſe of Horace in that place. 
He ſays, Pindar deſerves the laurel, let him write of what, or in what 
manner ſoever, viz. firſt, whether he writes Dithyrambicks, which breat 
thraugh the bounds preſcribed to other odes; or, ſecondly, whether he writes 
of gods and heroes, their warlike atchicvements, &c. Or, thirdly, whe- 
ther he ſings of the viftors in the Crecian games: or, laſtly, whether 
he ings in honour of the dead. and writes eleyies, &c. 
$ Pind Olymp. ic. and Horace L. 4. Ode 1. miſtis carminibus non fine 
fiſtula ; ard L. 3. Ode 19. cur pendat tacita fiſtula cum lyra? _ 
+ Or from the left to the right, for the Scholiaſts differ in that, as may 
be ſeen in Pind. Schol. Introduc. ad Olymp. And Alex. ub Alcxandro, 
L. 4. c. 17. ſpeakingol the ceremony of the chorus, ſays, Curſurm agſpicati 
a Lava 22 a dextra Læ vorſum. But the learned Schmidirs 
takes part with the hrſt opinion, as more conſiſtent, with the notions of 
the antients concerning the motions of the heavenly ſpheres, and agreeable 
to Homer there cited by him, See Eraf, Schmid. Prolegom. in Olymp. & 
de Carmin. Lyric. 
| ſineſs 
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Tineſs to enquire, Some have thought that by the 
contrariety of the Strophe and Antiſtrophe, they in- 
tended to repreſent the contra-rotation of the primum 
mobile, in reſpect of the ſecunda mobilia; and that by 
their ſtanding ſtill at the epode, they meant to ſignify 
the ſtability of the earth. * Others aſcribe the inſti- 
tution to Theſeus, who thereby expreſſed the wind- 
ings and turnings of the labyrinth in celebrating his 
return from thence. 
The method obſerved in the compoſition of theſe 
odes, was therefore as follows. The poet having 
made choice of a certain number of verſes to conftitute 
his Strophe or firſt ſtanza, was obliged to obſerve the 
ſame in his Antiſtrophe, or ſecond ſtanza ; and which 
accordingly perpetually agreed whenever repeated, 
both in number of verſes and quantity of feet: he 
was then again at liberty, to make a new choice for 
his third ſtanza, or epode ; where, accordingly, he 
diverſified his numbers as his ear or fancy led him; 
compoſing that ſtanza of more or fewer veries than the 
former, and thoſe verſes of different meaſures and 
quantities, for the greater variety of harmony, and 
entertainment of the ear. | 

But then this epode being thus formed, he was 
ſtrictly obliged to the ſame & meaſure, as often as he 
ſhould repeat it in the order of his ode, ſo that every 
epode in the ſame ode 1s eternally the fame in meafure 
and quantity, in reſpeC to itſelf; as is alſo every 
Strophe and Antiſtrophé, in reſpe& to each other. 

The lyric poet Stefichorus, (whom + Longinus 
reckons amongſt the ableſt imitators of Homer, and 
of whom 1 Quintilian ſays, that if he could have 
kept within bounds, he would have been neareſt of 
any body in merit, to Homer) was, if not the in- 
venter of this order in the ode, yet ſo ſtri& an obſerver 
of it in his compoſitions, that the three ſtanzas of 
Steſichorus became a common proverb to expreſs a 
thing univerſally known, || ne tria guidem Stefichori nofti ; 


* Pind. Schol. & Sehmid ibid. 
$. Vid. Jul. Scal. Poetic. ad Fin. Cap 97.1 3. 
- + Longin. de Sub. c. 13. | 
'2 Quint inſt |. 10. e. 2, 
| irs 74 gia Erroixige pirzontG, de weberenter indef7, & im;erits d'ci 
dur E. jm. Wag. ; 
2 ſo 
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ſo that when any one had a mind to reproach anether 
with exceſſive ignorance, he could not do it more effec- 
tually than by telling him, he did not ſo much as know 
the three ſtanzas of Steſichorus; that is, did not know that 
an ode ought to conſiſt of a ſtrophꝭ, an antiſtraphe, 
and an epode. If this was ſuch a mark of ignorance 
among them, I am ſure we have been pretty long li- 
able to the ſame reproof ; I mean, in reſpect of our 
imitations of the odes of Pindar. 3 | 
My intention is not to make a lang preface to a 
ſhort ode, nor to enter upon a diflertation of lyric poe- 
try in general : but thus much I thought proper to 
ſay, for the information of thoſe readers whole courſe 
of ſtudy has not led them 1nto ſuch enquiries. 

I hope I ſhall not be fo miſunderſtood, as to have it 
thought that I pretend to give an exact copy of Pindax 
in this enſuing ode; or that I look upon it as a pattern 
for his imitators for the future: far from ſuch thoughts, 
I have only given an inſtance of what is practicable 
and am ſenſible that I am as diſtant from the force and 
elevation of Pindar, as others have hitherto been from 
the harmony and regularity of his numbers. | 

Again, we having no chorus to ſing our odes, the 
titles, as well as uſe of ſtrophe, antiſtrophe, and epode, 
are obſolete and impertinent : and certainly there may 
be very good Engliſh odes, without the diſtinction of 
Greek appellations to their ſtanzas. That ] haye men- 
tioned them here, and obſerved the order of them in 
the enſuing ode, is therefore only the more intelligibly 
to explain the extraordinary regularity of the compo- 
ſition of thoſe odes, which have been repreſented to 
us hitherto, as the moſt con fuſed ſtructures in nature. 
However, though there be no neceſſity that our 
triumphal odes ſhould conſiſt of the three aforemen- 
tioned ſtanzas; yet if the reader can obſerve that the. 

at variation of the numbers in the third ſtanza (call 

it epode, or what you pleaſe) has a pleaſing effect in 
the ode, and makes him return to the firſt and ſecond 
ſtanzas, with more appetite, than he could do if al- 
ways cloyed with the ſame quantities and meaſures, [ 
cannot ſee why ſome uſe may not be made of Pindar's 
example, to the ou improvement of the Engliſh ode. 
There 1s certainly a pleaſure in beholding any thing 
that has art and difficulty in the cantrivance ; * 
c | ally 


20% of 


Porws upon SEvERAT. Occasions. 267 
ally, if it appears fo carefully executed, that the diffi- 
culty does not ſhew itſelf, 'till it is ſought for; and 
that the ſeeming eaſineſs of the work, firſt ſets us upon 
the enquiry. Nothing can be called beautiful without 
proportion. When {ymmetry and 3 mag are want- 
ing, neither the eye nor the ear can be pleaſed. 
Therefore, certainly poetry, which includes painting 
and muſic, ſhould not be deſtitute. of them; and of 
all poetry, eſpecially the ode, whoſe end and eſſence 
is harmony. | 


Mr. Cowley, in his preface to his Pindarique Odes, 


| ſpeaking of the muſic of numbers, ſays, which ſome- 


tames (eſpecially in ſongs and odes) almoſt without any thing 
elfe makes an excellent poet. 

Having mentioned Mr. 22 it may very well 
be expected, that ſomething ſhould be ſaid of him, at 
a time when the imitation of Pindar is the theme of 
our diſcourſe, | But there is that great deference due 
to the memory, great parts, and learning of that gen- 
tleman, that I think nothing ſhould be objekte to the 
latitude he has taken in his pindarique odes. The 
beauty of his verſes, are an atonement for the irregu- 
larity of his ſtanzas; and though he did not imitate 
Pindar in the ſtrictneſs of his numbers, he has very 
often happily copied him in the force of his figures, 
and ſublimity of his ſtile and ſentiments. 

Vet I muſt beg leave to add, that I believe thoſe ir- 
regular odes of Mr. Cowley, may have been the prin- 
cipal, though innocent occaſion, of ſo many de formed 

oems fince, which inſtead of being true pictures of 
Pindar, have (to uſe the Italian painters term) been 
only caricaturas of him, reſemblances that for the 
molt part have been either, horrid or ridiculous. 

For my own part, I frankly own my error, in having 
heretofore miſ-called a few irregular ſtanzas a pinda- 
rique ode; and poſſibly, if others, who have been un- 
der the ſame miſtake, would ingenuouſly confeſs the 
truth, they might own, that never having conſulted 
Pindar himſelf, they took all his Irregularity upon 
truſt; and finding their account in the great eaſe with 
which they could produce odes without being obliged 
cither to meature or defign, remained fatisfied ; and 


it may be were not altogether unwilling to negle& be- 
ing undeceived. 


Thou gh 
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Though there be little (if any thing) left of Or- 
eus but his name, yet if “ Pauſanias was well in- 
rmed, we may be aſſured that brevity was a beauty 

which he moſt induſtriouſly laboured to preſerve in his 

hymns, notwithſtanding, as the ſame author reports, 
that they were but few 1n number. 

The ſhortneſs of the following ode will, I hope, 

atone for the length of the preface, and in ſome mea- 

ſure for the defects which may be ſound in it. It con- 
fiſts of the ſame number of ſtanzas with that beautiful 
ode of Pindar, which is the firſt of his Pythics; and 

— I was unable to imitate him in any other beau- 

ty, 1 reſolved to endeavour to copy his brevity, and 

take the advantage of a remark he has made in the laſt 

—_— of the ſame ode, which take in the Paraphraſc 

of Sudo | 


rius: 

7 multa paucis firingere commade 
overe, morſus hi facile invides 

Spernunt, & auris menſq; pura 

fupervacuum rejettat. 


o Baotic pag 388. 
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by 
8 5 , 
* 1 þ =”) 
” a * * 
: . 


| T. 
Aughter of Memory, immortal Muſe, - 
D Calliope; what poet wilt thou chute 
Of Anna's name to ſing ? 

To whom wilt thou thy fire impart, 

Thy lyre, thy voice, and tuneful art; 
Whom raiſe ſublime on thy ætherial wing, 5 

And confeerate with dews of thy Caſtalian ſpring? 


; II. f 
Without thy aid, the moſt aſpiring mind 
Muſt flag beneath, to narrow flights confin'd, 
Striving to riſe in vain; 
Nor e' er can hope with equal lays 
To celebrate bright Virtue's praiſe. 
Thy aid obtain'd, even I, the humbleſt fwain, 
May climb Pierian heights, and quit the lowly plain. 


III. 


High in the ſtarry orb is hung, 
And next Alcides' guardian arm, 
That * harp to which thy Orpheus ſung, | 
Who woods, and rocks, and winds, eou d charm, 
That harp which on Cyllene's ſhady hill, | 
When firſt the vocal ſhell was found, 
With more than mortal {kill 
Inventer Hermes taught to ſound. 
Hermes on bright Latona's ſon, 
By ſweet perſuaſion won, 
The wond'rous work beftow'd ; 
. Latona's ſon, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the { divine : 
E. A god the gift, a god th invention ſhow'd. 


Vor. II. M m I. To 
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| . 
To that high-ſounding lyre I tune my ſtrains $ 
A lower note his lofty ſong diſdains 
Who ſings of ANNA's name. 
The lyre is ſtruck ! the ſounds I hear! 
O Muſe, propitious to my pray'r ! 

O well known ſounds ! O melody, the ſame 

That kindled Mantuan fire, and rais'd Mzonian flame! 


II. 
Nor are theſe ſounds to Britiſh bards unknown, 
Or ſparingly reveal'd'to one alone: 
Witneſs ſweet Spencer's lays : 
And witneſs that immortal ſong, + 
As Spencer ſweet, as Milton ſtrong, - 
Which humble Boyne o'er Tiber's flood cou'd raiſe, 
'And mighty William fing, with well-proportion'd 


praiſe. 


8 . TY 
Riſe, fair Auguſta, lift thy head, 
With golden tow'rs thy front adorn; 
Come forth, as comes from Tithon's bed 
With chearful ray the ruddy morn. 
Thy lovely form, and freſh reviving ſtate, 
'In- cryſtal flood of Thames ſurvey ; 
Then, bleſs thy better fate, 
Bleſs ANN A's moſt auſpicious ſway. 
While diſtant realms and neighb'ring lands, 
Arm'd troops and hoſtile bands 
On ev'ry fade moleſt, 
- - . | Thy happier clime is free, 
Fair CAPITAL of liberty ! | 
And plenty knows, and days of Halcyon reſt. 


I. 
As Britain's iſle, when old vex'd ocean roars, 
Unſhaken ſees againſt her filver ſhores 
His foaming billows beat ; 
So Britain's 7 Sema amidſt the jars 


And tumults of a world in wars, : 
Fix'd on the baſe of her well-founded ſtate, 
Serene and ſafe looks down, nor feels the ſhocks of fate. 


II. But 


An 


ſe, 


vd 


f fate. 
. But 
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II. 


But greateſt ſouls, tho? bleſt with ſweet repoſe, 
Are ſooneſt touch'd with ſenſe of others woes. 
Thus Anna's mighty mind, 
To mercy and foft pity prone, 
And moy'd with ſorrows not her own, 
Has all her peace and downy reſt refign'd, 
To wake for common good, and ſuccour human-kind, 


III. 
Fly, tyranny, no more be known 
Within Europa's bliſsful bound; 
Far as th' unhabitable zone 
Fly ev'ry hoſpitable ground. 
To horrid * Zemblz's frozen realms repair, 
There with the baleful Beldam, Nicur, 
Unpeopl'd empire ſhare, 
And rob thoſe lands of legal right, 
For now 1s come the promis'd = 
When Juſtice ſhall have'pow'r.; 
Juſtice to earth reſtor'd ! 
Again Aſtrea reigns ! 
ANNA her equal ſcale maintain 


And MARLBR& wields her ſure 3 ſword. 


1 
Now, could'ſt thou ſoar, my muſe, to ſing the 
Man | 
In heights ſublime, as when the Mantuan ſwan 
er tow'ring pinions ſpread ; | 
Thou ſhould'ſt of MARLBRõ& fing, whoſe hand 
Unerring from his QyEEx's command, 
Far as the * ſeven-mouth'd Ifter's ſecret head, 
To ſave th' imperial ſtate, her hardy Britons led. 


| . 
Nor there thy ſong ſhould end; tho? all the Nine 
Might well their harps and heav'nly voices join 
To ſing that glorious day, 
When bold Bavaria fled the, field, 
And veteran Gauls unus'd to yield, 
On Blenhcim's plain imploring merc 


Few the with 
And ſpoils and trophies won, perplex? the victor's way. 
0 Mm 2 III. But 
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_— 
But cou'd thy voice of Blenheim fing, 
And with ſueceſs that ſong purſue ; 
What art cou'd aid thy weary wing 
To keep the victor ſtill in view ? » 
For as the ſun ne'er ſtops his radiant flight, 
Nor ſets, but with impartial ray 2 
To all who want his light 
Alternately transfers the day: 
So in the 1 round of fame, 
Great MARLIBR&, ſtill the ſame, 
Inceſſant runs his courſe 
To climes remote, 29 near, 
His conqu'ring arms by turns appear, 
And univerſal is his aid and force. 


. " 
Attempt not to „ unwary Muſe, 
For 0 * Toms, wha inder, cdu dſt thay 
chufe, | 1 
Tho! in all numbers flglld; 2 
To ſing the hero's matchleſs deed, 
Which * Belgia ſav'd, and Brabant free'd ; 
To fing Ramillia's day! to which muſt yield 
5 Cannz's * fight, and fam'd © Pharſalia's 


5 
In the ſhort courſe of a diurnal ſun, 
Behold the work of many ages done ! 
What veiſe ſuch worth can raiſe} 
Luſtre and life, the poet's art 
To middle virtue may impart ; : 
But deeds ſublime, exalted high like theſe, 
Tranſcend his utmoſt flightz and mock his diftant 
„„ NY 23 | 


: e. 
Still wou'd the willing Muſe aſpire, 
With tranſport ſtill her ftrains prolong ; 


But fear unſtrings the trembling lyre, 
And admiration ftops her how FM 
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Go on, great chief, in ANNA's cauſe pro- 
ceed ; | : 
Nor ſheath the terrors of thy ſword, 
Till Europe thou haft freed,” 
And univerſal peace reftor'd, 
This mighty work when thou ſhalt end, 
Equal rewards attend, 
— Pay may far above 
Thy trophies and thy ſpoils; 
Rewards viok worthy of thy toils, | 
Thy QUEE N's juſt fayour, and thy CounTRY's 
| * love. 


at 


* 
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N OTES to the foregoing O DE. 


I OH was ſaid to be the ſon of the muſe Calliope. 

The poetical fiction of the harp of Orpheus is 
this. Mercury, the ſame day that he roy, wan of 
Maja in Cyllene, a mountain of Arcadia, found a 
living tortoiſe, which he carried home with him to his 
cradle, and immediately compoſed a harp of the ſhell. 
A little after he ftole the oxen of Apollo ; this cauſed 
ſome difference between the deities, but the matter 
being referred to Jupiter, he ordered Mercury to re- 
turn the oxen to the right owner ; on this there fol- 
lowed not only a reconciliation but friendſhip, and 
Apollo expreſſing an extreme pleaſure at the invention 
of the harp, Mercury beſtowed it on him as a pledge 
of his future friendſhip. Of this Homer, in his hymn 
to Mercury, ſpeaks at large. Afterwards Apollo in- 
venting another inſtrument called the cithera, gave 
the lyra to Orpheus. The muſes, after the death of 
Orpheus, tranſlated his harp into Heaven, where it 
became a conſtellation, and 1s placed between the 
knee and left arm of Engonaſis or Hercules. 

2 Nova Zembla, a miſerable region in the frigid zone, 
where there is neither tree nor herb, but perpetual 
froſt and ſnow, and where, for one half of the year, 
it is continual night. | 

Lucan in his third book, V. 202. gives it the in- 
definite epithet of multiſidi iri. But Ovid, Triſt. 2. 
Solus ad ingreſſus miſſus Septemplicis iftri. And Sidonius 
Apollinaris gives it the ſame epithet, on the like oc- 
caſion with this ode, when in his panegyric to Majort- 
anus Cæſar, he tells him, 

Alicet aggrederis, quod nullus tempore noftra 

Auguſtus potuit, rigidum Septemplicis iſtri 

Agmen in arma rapis—— 

Fhe ancient-geographers differed very much on their 
account of the riſe of this river ; ſo that on a double 
account the ſame epithets may be appropriated to it 
which are uſual to the Nile. f 

: 4 Brei 


 PbyMs upon SEVERAI. Occadions. 275 

4 Belgia need not only be ſtrictly underſtood of the 
ſeven provinces, called Belgium Fœderatum, by the 
diftindion made in the time of Philip II. but may alſo 
be interpteted with reſpect to that which was antiently 
called Belgium, comprehending the Lower Germany, 
in regard of the great conſequences attending ſuch a 
victory. | | 

5 3 as inconſiderable a N Blenheim, 
*till in like manner made memorable and illuſtrious by 
the great and entire victory which Hannibal obtained 
there over the Romans. 

6 Pharſalia, famous for the overthrow of Pompe 
by Julius Czfar ; a wonderful victory, but may juſt 
be ſaid to yield to that of Ramillies ; for the defign 
and end of the firſt was to enſlave mankind, the mani- 


feſt aim and event of the latter has been to ſet them at 
liberty. | : 


— 
© © 
* 
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91 : 1 4 


— 


Tue the Rienr Hoxovn AER the 
Earl of GoDoLPHIN, | 


bro 26! 141.253g * 7 
Lord Hen TREASURER of GR RAT 
BRITAIX. 


PIN D ARI QUE ODE. 


—— Quemvis media erue turba : 

Aut ob avaritiam, aut miſera ambitione laborat. 

Hunc capit argenti ſplendor 
ic mutat merces ſurgente a ſole, ad eum quo 


Veſpertina tepet regio: quin per mala præceps 
Fertur 


Omnes hi metuunt verſus, odere poetas. 
Hon. Sar. 4. L. 1. 


1. 


1 hazardous attempts and bardy toils, 
F Ambition ſome excites ; 
And ſome, defire of martial ſpoils 
To bloody —y invites; 


Others, 
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Others, inſatiate thirſt of gain, 

Provokes to tempt the dangerous main, 

To paſs the burning line, and bear : 
Th:inclemency of winds, and ſeas, and air; 
Preſſing the doubtful voy'ge till InD1 A's ſhore 

Her ſpicy boſom bears, and fpreads her ſhining ore. 


II. 


Nor widows tears, nor tender orphans eries, 
Can ſtop th' invader's force; 
Nor ſwelling ſeas, nor threat'ning ſkies, 
Prevent the pirate's courſe: 
Their lives to ſelfiſh ends decreed, 
' Thro? blood or rapine they proceed; 
No anxious thoughts-of ill repute, 
Suſpend th' impetuous and unjuſt purſuit': | 
But pow'r and wealth obtain'd, guilty and great, 
Theis en. fears they raiſe, or urge their 
ate. . 


1 JI. 
But not for theſe, his iv'ry lyre 
Will tuneful Phœbus ſtring, 
Nor Polyhymnia crown'd amid the choir, 
h' immortal epode ſing. 
Thy ſprings, * Caſtalia, tary, their ſtreams aſide 
rom rapine, avarice, and pride; EY 

Nor do thy greens, ſhady a A6nian, grow, 

To bind with wreaths a tyrant's brow. 


= A * 
How juſt, moſt mighty Jove, yet how ſevere 
Is thy. ſupreme decree, 
3 That impious men ſhall joyleſs hear 
Ihe muſe's harmony! 5 
I beir ſacred ſongs, (the recompence 
Of virtue, and of innocence) 
Broan? my minds to rapture raiſe, 
d wo y deeds, at once excite and praiſe, 
o guilty hearts afford no kind relief; 
But add inflaming rage, and more afflicting grief. 


Fo 8, No II. Mon- 
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IT. 


Monſtrous * Typheeus, thus, new terrors fill, H 
| He, who aſſail'd the ſkies, 

And now, beneath the burning hill 

Of dreadful Ætna lies. 

Hearing the lyre's celeftial ſound, 

He bellows in th' abyſs profound; 

Sicilia trembles at his roar, 5 
Tremble the ſeas, and far Campania's ſhore ; 
While alt his hundred mouths, at once Expire - 

Volumes of curling ſmoke, and floods of liquid fire, 


III. 
From heav'n alone all good proceeds; 
To heav*nly inch bachg ab 8 
All pow'r and love, Goperrnix, of good deeds, 
And ſenſe of ſacred ſong ! | 
And thus, moſt pleafing are the Muſe's lays 
To them who merit moſt her praiſe; 
Wherefore, for thee, her iv'ry lyre ſhe ftrings, 
And ſoars with rapture while the fings. 


I. 
Whether, affairs of moſt important weight 
Require thy aiding hand, 
And Anna's cauſe and E ß fate 
Thy ſerious thoughts — | 
Whether, thy days and nights are ſpent | 
In cares, on public good intent; 
Or, whether, leiſure hours invite 
To manly ſports, or to refin'd delight; 
In courts refiding, or to plains fetir'd, 
Where gen'rous fteeds conteſt, with emulation fir'd ; 


Thee Kill be ſeeks, and toneful Sings thy name, 
As oner Thes Theron fung nn 


While with the Jeathleſs worthy's fame 
Olympian * Piſa rung: : 


. 
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Nar leſs ſublime, is now her choice, 
Nor leſs inſpir'd by thee, her voice. 
And now, ſhe loves aloft ta ſound 
The man for more than mortal deeds renown'd ; 
Varying anon her theme, ſhe takes delight 
The K . horſe to praiſe, and fing his rapid 
ight. 


III. 


And ſec ! the * air-born racers ſtarr, 
— Impatient of the rein; 
Faſter they run, than flies the Scythian dart, 
Nor paſſing, print the plain! 
The winds themſelves who with their ſwiftneſs 
vie, 5 
In vain their airy pinions ply; | 
So far in matchleſs ſpeed, thy courſers paſs 
Th' ætherial authors of their race. 


I. 
And now, a while, the well ſtrain'd courſers breathe; 
And now, my Muſe, ptepare g 


Of 9 olive leaves a twiſted wreath 
To bind the victor's hair. 
1 Pallas, in care of human- kind, 
The fruitful olive firſt defign'd ; 
Deep in the glebe her ſpens ſhe lanc'd, 
When all at once, the laden boughs advanc'd ; 
The gods with wonder view'd the teeming earth, 


And all with _ conſent, approv'd the beauteous 
bir . 


II. 


This done, earth-ſhaking Neptune next eſſay'd, 
In bounty to the world, 
To emulate the blue-ey'd maid ; 
And his huge trident hurl'd 
Againſt the ſounding beach; the ſtroke 
Transfix'd the globe, and open broke 
The central earth, whence, ſwift as light 
Forth ruſh'd the firſt- born horſe, tupendous 
fight ! 
Nn2 Neptune, 
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Neptune, for human good the beaſt ordains, 
Whom ſoon he tam'd to uſe, and taught to bear the 


II, eing. 


III. 


Thus gods eontended, (noble. ſtrife ! 
Worthy the heav'nly mind) 
Who moſt ſhould do to ſoften anxious life, 
And moſt endear mankind. . Cs 
Thus, thou GopoLenin, doſt with MARLBRG 
| rive, 5 
From whoſe joint toils we reſt derive : 
Triumph in wars abroad his arm aſſures, 


NOTES 
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NOTES to the foregoing OD E. 


1 Commonly Caſtalius, but by Virg. Geor. 3. called 


Caſtalia, a fountain at the foot of Parnaſſus, 
ſacred to the muſes. 028 

2 Aonia, the hilly and woody part of Bæotia, be- 
lieved to have been much frequented by the muſes. 

3 That impious men ſhall joyleſs hear, &c, This thought 
or opinion 1s borrowed from-Pindar, Pyth. 1. where 
he ſays—But om men whom Jupiter hates are confounded 
with terror when they hear the ſweet harmony of the muſes. 
This paſſage is often cited by Plutarch, and others, in 
favour of muſic and poetry. Mr. Cowley, in his 
notes on his Davideis, Book 1. on David's diſpoſſeſſing 
Saul of the evil ſpirit, collects a great number of ſur- 
prizing citations on this ſubject. 

4 Typheus, one of the giants who attempted to ſtorm 
Heaven; but Jupiter ſtruck him with thunder, and 
laid him under the iſland of Sicily, with Atna on his 
breaſt. This ſtanza is alſo copied from the ſame ode 
of Pindar, where this monſter is ſaid to have an hun- 
drad heads, as alſo in Olymph. 4. | | 

5 Theron, a prince of Aerigentum, to whom Pindar 
addreſſes his ſecond and third Olympic. 

6 Piſa, a town in Peloponneſus, near to which the 
Olympic games were celebrated. 

7 So — L. 4. Ode 2. ſpeaks of Pindar—as 
ſinging ſometimes the hero, ſometimes the horſe— 
Pugilemve equumve dicit, &c, 

Air-born, Alluding to the notion that mares have 
conceived by the weſtern wind, without the aſſiſtance 
of a horſe, See Virg. Geo. 3. ver. 273. fiom whence 
Taſſo has borrowed the birth of Raymond's horſe, 
Gieruſalem, Canto 7. | 

Volta Paperta bocca incontro Para 

55 125 i ſemi del fecondo · vento. 
de tepidi fiati (3 meraviglia /) c. 
Virg. 


f 
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Virg. - —illz 
Ore omnes verſe in Zephyrum, flant rupibus altis, 
Exceptantque leves auras : & ſæpe fine ullis 
Conjugis, vento gravide (mirabile diftu ) &c. 
8 Olive leaves. An olive garland was the reward of 
victory 1n the Olympic games, | ; 

10 Pallas, &c. The fable on which this digreſſion 
is founded, is, that Neptune and Pallas had a conten- 
tion who ſhould give the name to Athens; and it was 
agreed, that which of them ſhould confer the greateſt 
henefit on mankind, ſhould obtain the victory. The 
gods were aſſembled in judgment, and Pallas ſtruck 
the earth with her ſpear, hence up ſprung the fruit- 
ful alive-tree; then Neptune in his turn darted his 
trident 22 the earth, which opening was delivered 
of a horſe; but the vitory was adj to Pallas. 

11 To bear the reins——— They who do not remember 
Viagil, may think this metaphor too bold. He has 
ventared to apply it even to the chariot rather than the 
harſes, Georg. 1. 

Fertur equis auriga, Ref; 
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F THE 
E 
5 or THB ENSUING 


OF. the three greater hymns of Homer, viz. one to 
Apollo, one to Mercury, and one to Venus, this 
to Venus is the ſhorteſt ; it is alſo the moſt ſimple in 
Its — Frm connected in its parts. The other two 
abound more in digreſſions, both geographical and 
mythological, and contain many alluſions to antient 
cuſtoms: and hiſtory, which without a commentary 
could not well be underſtood by the generality of rea- 
ders, Theſe conſiderations determined me to acquieſce 
in the tranflation of this hymn ; tho' I had once en- 
tertained thoughts of turning them all three into Eng- 
liſh verſe. | | 
As I had often read them all with extraordinary plea- 
ſure, I could not avoid ſometimes reflecting on the 
cenſures of ſome grammarians, who have denied, or at 
leaſt, doubted them to be genuine, | 
A poem which is good in itſelf, cannot really loſe 
any thing of its yalue, though it ſhould appear, upon 
a ſtrict enquiry, not to be the work of ſo eminent an 
author; as him, to whom it was firſt imputed. But all 
truth is ſo amiable in itſelf, that even where it is of 
leaſt importance there is a pleaſure in the ſearch after 
it, and a ſatisfaction in the vindication of it. 
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Though the beauties of this enfuing poem, in the 
original, want noteven the name of Homer to recom- 
mend them, and much leſs does that mighty name 
ſtand in need of theix reputation; yet, if they are his, 
It is an injuſtice to him to aſcribe them ta any other; 
and it 1s a hardſhip to them to deprive them of the au- 
thority due to them, and to leave them to make their 
way through bad judgments, purely by their own, 
merit. 5 th YT -of 

1 will not trouble the reader with the enquiry my 
curioſity led me to make in this matter; I will only 
eo him one reaſon, of many, why theſe hymns ma 

received for genuine, The moſt ſuſpected of them 
all, is that to Apollo. (As for this to Venus, it were 
almoſt enough to induce us to conclude it legitimate, 
to obſerve that Lucretius thought it npt below him to 
copy fidin the begihfing of it, the beginnidg of his 


own admirable poem. 


po ion, we only reply. chat this very hymn to Apollo 
$ hucydides in the third book of 


Aftet his ſecond 83 Which confifts of about 
KAIF à (core verſes, Thucydilfes obſerves, that in choſt 
verfes Homer has ade mention of himſelf : hence, it 
i beyond queſtion Thacydides believed, or rather was 
aſſured, it was the Work of Homer, He might be 
very well morally aſſured of it, for he lived Within + 
Tour hundred Veärs of Homer, and that is no _Uftatict 
of time to render the knowledge of ſuch things either 
uncertain gr obfcure in ſuch a country as Greece, and 
Yo a than'of ſuch learning, power and witdom as our 
Author, The learned Gidon, in his comtuent on a 
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paſſage in the firſt book of & Strabo, takes the 
iberty to diſſent .from Strabo, and cites as au- 
thority againſt him part of the quotation made by 
T hucydiges from the aforg-mentioned hymn of Ho- 
mer. Strabo ſays, Homer has made no mention of 
what country he was: in one of the verſes cited by 
Thucydides, Homer calls himſelf the * blind man of 
Rocky Chios. Caſaubon's note is as follows: In hymno 
ou quem ego cur deb dhe rely contra autoritatem 

ucydidis, cauſam nullam ſatis magnam video in eo inquam 
hymno, hec de ſe Homerus, &c. 

Now whether it be more reaſonable, by the ex- 


_ ample of fo learned a man as Cauſabon to . cre- 


dit to che authority of Thucydides, the moſt grave, 
wiſe, faithful, and conſummate hiſtorian that ever 
wrote; or to give into the ſcruples, conjectures, and 
ſuggeſtions of ſcholiaſts and grammarians, I leave to 


the determination of each impartial reader. 


Streb. I. 1. P. 30. 
; Pe On” The blind man tube lives in 802 or ſandy Chios, and 
whoſe poems ſhalt be in bigbeſt efreem to all poſterity : which indeed only proves 
; Farbe Jede then, — * ne was — . , A 
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HOME Rs HYMN 


— 


V E . 


8 ING, muſe, the force, and all- informing fire 
Of Cyprian Venus, goddeſs of defire : 
Her charms, th' immortal minds of gods can move, 

And tame the ſtubbora race of men to love. 

The wilder herds and ravenous beafts of prey, 
Her influence feel, and own her kindly ſway. 
Thro? pathleſs air, and boundleſs ocean's ſpace, 
She rules the feather'd kind and finny race; 
Whole nature on her ſole ſupport depends, 
And far as life exiſts, her care extends. 


Of all the num'rous hoſt of gods above, 
But three are found inflexible to love. 
Blue-ey'd Minerva free preſerves her heart, 
A virgin unbeguiPd by Cupid's art ; 
In ſhining arms the martial maid delights, 
O'er war preſides, and well-diſputed fights 
With thirſt of fame ſhe firſt the hero fir d, 
And firſt the ſkill of uſeful arts inſpir'd ; 
Taupht Axkiſts firſt the carving tool to wield, 
Chariots _ braſs to arm, and form the fenceful 
She firſt taught modeſt maids in early bloom | 
To ſhun the lazy life, and ſpin, or ply the loom. 


Diana next, the Paphian queen defies, 
Her ſmiling arts and proffer'd friendſhip flies: 
| 3 She 


he 


Porms upon SEvERAL OccAstoxs. 289 


She loves, with well-mouth'd hounds and chearful 
horn, 


- Or filver-ſounding voice, to wake the morn, 


* 


To draw che bow, or dart the pointed ſpear, 


To 1 the mountain boar, or rouſe the woodland 

eer: NEE 
Sometimes, of gloomy groves ſhe likes the ſhades, 
And there of virgin nymphs the chorus leads; 
And ſometimes, ſeeks the town, and leaves the plains, 
And loves ſociety where virtue reigns. 


The third celeſtial pow'r averſe to love 
Is virgin Veſta, dear to mighty Jove; 
Whom Neptune ſought to wed, and Phoebus woo'd ; 
And both with fruitleſs labour long purſu'd ; 
For ſhe, ſeverely chaſte, rejected both, | 
And bound her purpoſe with a ſolemn oath, 


 Avirgin-hlife inviolate to lead; 
She ſwore, and Jove aſſenting bow'd his head. 


Of nuptial rites, and bleſſings of a bride, 

The bounteous Jove with gifts that want ſupply'd. 
High on a throne ſhe fits amidſt the ſkies, 

And firſt is fed with fumes of ſacrifice : | 

For holy rites to Veſta firſt are paid, 


But fince her rigid choice the joys deny'd 


And on her altar firſt-fruit off*rings laid; 
So Jove ordain'd in honour of the maid. 


Theſe are the pow'rs above, and ny theſe, 
Whom love and Cytherea's arts diſpleate ; 
Of other beings, none in earth or ſkies 
Her force refiſts, or influence denies. 
With eaſe, her charms the thunderer can bind, 
And captivate with love th* almighty mind: 
Ev'n he, whoſe dread commands the gods obey, 
Submits to her, and owns ſuperior ſway ; 
Enſlav'd to mortal beauties by her pow'r, 

He oft” deſcends, his creatures to adore ; 
While-to conceal the theft from Juno's eyes, 
Some well-difſembled ſhape the god belies. 
Juno, his wife/andfiſter, both in place 
And beauty, firſt among th* Ætherial race; 
Whom, al wraakcentin in ſuperior worth, 
Wiſe Saturn got, and Cybele brought forth ; | 

And 


P2 1 
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nd an b bis bed anf council ſway'd, 
The partner of his bed an N made. 

But Joye at length 25 reſantment fre 
The laughing q — with love inſpir d. 
Swift thro' — veins the ſweet contagion ran, 
And kindled in her breaft, 2 3 
That ſhe, like other deities might prove 

vez 


The pains and pleaſures of inferior 

And not inſultingly the gods deride, 2 
Whoſe ſons were human by the mother's fide : Ks 
Thus, Jove ordain'd ſhe now:for man ſhould born, 


And bring forth mortal off · ſpring in her turn. 


Amongſt the fringe which flow from Tda's head, 
His mooght herde che young Anchiſes fed: 
Whoſe g Cem cad Bice dba ſmiliag queen 
Beheld, and lov'd to madneſs ſoon as ſcen. 


To Cyp rus, ſtrait the wounded: goddeſs flics, [ 


Where Paphian temples in her honour riſe, 

And den ſaves with daily ſacrifice. | 
Soon as arri vd, ſhe to her — 
Where entring quick, the ſhining gatas ſhe barr\d. 
The ready graces wait, her — 

And oint with fragrant ails her flowing hair; 
Her flowing hair around her ſnoulders ſpreads, 
And all adown, ambroſial odour ſheds. 

Laſt, in tranſparent robes her limbs they ſold, 
Enrich'd with ornaments of pureſt gold. 

And thus attir'd her chariot ſhe aſcends, 

And Cyprus left, her flight to Troy ſhe dend. 


On Ida ſhe alights, then-eks theſeat 
Which lov'd. Anchiſes choſe: for his retreat: 
And ever as ſhe walk'd: thro' lawn or wood 
Promiſcuous herds of beaſts admiring ood. | 
Some humbly follow, whule ſome fawaing meet, 
And lick the ground, and crouch — her feet. 
Dogs, lions, wolves and bears their eyes unite, 

And the "Cauka panther ſtops to gaze with fix'd delight. 

For ev'ry glanee: ſhe, gives, ſoft ire imparts, 
Enkindlipg Greet defire in ſavage hearts. 
Inflam'd with love, all fing'e out their mates, 


| And to thou-ſhady dens euch 3 


Mean 
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Mean time the tent ſhe ſpies fo much deſir'd, 
Where her Anchiſes was alone retir'd ; | 
Withdrawn from all his friends, and fellow-ſwains, 
Who fed their flocks beneath, and fought the plains : 
In, pleaſing ſolitude the youth ſhe found, 
Intent upon his lyre's harmonious ſound. 
Before his eyes Jove's beauteous daughter flood, 
In form and drefs, a huntreſs of the wood: 
For had he ſeen the goddeſs undiſguis'd, 
The youth with awe and fear had been ſurpriz'd. 
74 he beheld her, and with joy admit'd 

o ſee a nymph ſo bright, and ſo attir'd. 
For from her flowing robe a luftre ſpread, 
As if with radiant flame {he were array'd; 
Her hair in part diſclos'd, in part coneeal'd, 
In ringlets fell, or was with jewels held; 
With yariqus gold and gems her neek was grac'd, 
And orient pearls heav'd on her panting breaſt ; 
Bright as the moon ſhe ſhone, with filent light, 
And charm'd his ſenſe with wonder and delight. 


Thus while Anchiſes gaz'd, thro? ev'ry vein 
A deren Fe fk felr, and pleafing pain. 
e 


At length ke—All hail celeſtial fair! 
Who humbly doſt to viſit earth repair: 
Who: eber thou art, defcended from above, 
atona, Cynthia, or the queen of love, 
11 hai! ! all honour ſhall to thee be paid; | 
Or art thou * Themis? or the + blue-ey'd maid ? 
Or, art thou faireſt of the graces three, — 2 
Who with the gods ſhare iĩmmortality ? 
r elſe, ſome nymph, the guardian of thefe woods, 
heſe caves, thefe fruitful hills, or cryftal floods > + 
Who; e' er thou att, in ſome conſpicuous field, 
I, to thy honour will an altar build, © 
Where holy off rings l' each hour prepare; 


O prove but thou propiriqus to my pray'r. 
Grant me, among the Trojan race, to prove 
A patriot worthy of my country's loves 
Bleſs'd in myſelf, I beg, I next may be 
Bleſs'd in my children and poſterity ; 


Themis, the goddeſs of aud Right, 
| Bene Ch, Polls 
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Happy in health, long let me ſee the fun, - - 
And, lov'd by all, late may my days be done. _— 


He ſaid, —Jove's beauteous daughter thus reply d: 
Delight of human-kind, /thy ſex's pride ! W 
Honour'd Anchiſes, you behold in gm 
No goddeſs bleſs'd with immortality 3 
But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 

Otreus my father, (you have heard the name) 
Who rules the fair extent of Phrygia's lands, 

And all her towns and fortreſſes commands. 

When yet an infant, I to Troy was brought, 
There was I nurs'd, and there, your language taught; 
Then wonder not, if, thus inſtructed young, 
1, like my own, can ſpeak the Trojan tongue. 

In me, one of Diana's 7 behold; 

Why thus arriv'd, I ſhall the cauſe unfold, 

As late our ſports we praQtis'd on the plain, 

I. and my fellow-nymphs of Cynthia's train, 
Dancing in chorus, and with garlands crown'd, 
And by admiring crowds encompaſs'd round, - 
Lo! hqv'ring oer my head I ſaw the god 
Who Argus ſlew, and bears the golden rod: 
Sudden he fe17/d,; then, bore me from their fight, 
Cutting thro! liquid air his rapid flight. | 
O'er many ſtates and N towns we paſs'd, 

O'er hills and vallies, and o'er deſarts waſte.; 

O'er barren 8 o'er unwholeſome fens, 

And woods where beaſts inhabit dreadful dens. 
Thro' all which pathleſs way our ſpeed was ſuch, 
We ſtopt not once the face of earth to touch. ; 
Mean time he told me, while thro? air we fled 

That Jove ordain'd I ſhould Anchiſes wed, | | 
And with illuſtrious offspring bleſs his bed. 

This ſaid, and pointing to me your abode, | 
To Heavꝰ n again up-ſoar'd the ſwiſt - wing' d god. 
Thus, of neceſſity, to you I come,  _ 
Unknown, and loft, far from my native home. _ 
But I conjure Lon; by the throne of Jove, 

By all that's dear to you, by all you love, 

By your good parents; (for no bad could cer 
Produce a ſon ſo graceful, good, and fair :) 
That you no wiles employ to win my heart, 

Rut let me hence an untouehd maid depart; 


o «43 cow4uS © 
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Laviolate and guiltleſs of your bed, 
Let me be to your houſe and mother led. 
Me to your father and your brothers ſhow, 


yo our alliance fark let them allow: 


et me be known, and my condition own'd, 
And no unequal match I may be found. 


orthy a daughter's or a fiſter's name, 
Tho' for your wife, of too inferior fame. 
Next, bet ambaſſadors to Phrygia haſte 
To tell my father of my fortunes paſs'd, 
Andeaſe my mother in that anxious ſtate, 
Of doubts and fears, which, cares for me create, 
They in return fhall preſents bring from thence 
Of rich attire, and ſums of gold immenſe : 
You in peculiar ſhall with gifts be grac'd, 
In price and beauty far above the reſt. 
This done, perform the rites of nuptial love, 
Grateful to men below, and gods above. 
She ſaid, and from her eyes ſhot ſubtle fires, 
Which to his heart inſinuate deſires. | 
Reſiſtleſs love invading thus his breaſt, 


Equality to them my birth may claim, 3 | 


The panting youth the ſmiling queen addreſs'd. 


Since mortal you, of mortal mother came, 


And Otreus you report your father's name, 


And ſince th' immortal Hermes from above, 
To execute the dread commands of Jove, 
Your wond'rous beauties hither has convey'd, 
A nuptial life with me henceforth to lead: 


+ Know, now, that neither gods nor men have pow'r 


One minute to defer the happy hour, f 
This inſtant will I ſeize upon thy charms, 

Mix with thy ſoul, and melt within thy arms; 
Tho! Phoebus, arm'd with bis unexring dart, 
Stood ready to transfix my panting heart: 
Tho' death, tho' Hell, in conſequence attend, 
Thou ſhalt with me the genial bed aſcend. 


He ſaid, and ſudden ſnatch'd her beauteous hand; 
The goddeſs {mil'd, nor did th' attempt withſtand ; 
But fix'd her eyes upon the hero's bed, 

Where ſoft and filken coverlets were ſpread, 
Vor. II. P p And 
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And over all, a counterpane was plac'd, / 16 
Thick ſown with furs of many a ſavage beaſt, | | 
Of bears and lions, heretofore his ſpoll; 

And till remain'd the trophies of his toil. 


Now to aſcend the bed they both prepare, 
And he with eager haſte diſrobes the fair. 


Her fparkling necklace, firſt, he laid afide 3 
Her.bracelets next, and braided hair unty d: 
And now, his buſy hand her zone unbrac'd, «  - 
Which girt her radiant robe around her waſte 3 
Her radiant robe at laſt aſide was thrown, '' © 
Whoſe roſy hue with dazling luftre ſhone. 


The queen of love, the youth thus diſarray'd, 
And on a chair of gold her veſtments laid. 
Anchiles now (ſo , and fate ordain'd) - | 
The ſweet extreme of extaſy attain'd z | 
And mortal he; was like th' immortals bleſs'd, | | 
Not conſcious of the goddeſs he poflefs'd.  - | 


fed, 
And from the flow'ry field returning, led 
Their ſheep to fold, and oxen to the ſhed 
In foft and pleaſing chains of ſleep profound 
The wary goddeſs her Anchiſes bound: 
Then gently riſing from his fide and bed, 
In all her bright attire ber limbs array'd. 


But, when the ſwains their flocks and herds * 
3 


And now her fair<crown'd head aloft ſhe rears, 
Nor more a mortal, but herſelf appears : 
Her face refulgent, and majeſtic mien, 
Confeſs'd the goddeſs, love's and beauty's queen. 


Then, thus, aloud ſhe calls. Achiſes, wake ; _ 
Thy fond repoſe and lethargy forſake: | | 
Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia came, ; 
Behold me well—1ay, if I ſeem the ſame. | 

At her firſt call the chains of ſleep were broke, 

And ſtarting from his bed, Anchiſes woke : ; 


/ a 0 But 


at 


ness, ſignifying one who eauſeth grief, 
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Buthwhen he Venus view'd without diſguiſe, 
Her ſhining neck beheld, and radiant eyes ; 
Aw'd, and abaſh'd, he turn'd his head afide, 
Attempting, with his robe, his face to hide. 
Confus'd with wonder, and with fear oppreſs'd, 
In winged words, he thus the queen addreſs'd. 


When firſt, O goddeſs, I thy form beheld, 
Whoſe charms ſo far humanity excelPd; 
To thy celeſtial pow'r my vows I paid, 

And with humility unplor'd thy aid: 
But thou, for ſecret cauſe to me unknown, 


_ Didft thy divine immortal ſtate diſown. 


But now, I beg thee by the filial love 

Due to thy father, Ægis- bearing Jove, 
Compaſſion on my human ſtate to how; 

Nor let me lead a life infirm below: 

Defend me from the woes which mortals wait, 
Nor let me ſhare of men the common fate: 
Since never man with length of days was bleſt, 


Who in delights of love a deity poſſeſs d. 


To him, Jove's beauteous daughter thus reply'd; 


Be bold, Anchiſes; in my love confide : 


Nor me, nor other god, thou need to fear, 
For thou, to all the heav'nly race art dear. 
Know, from opr loves, thou ſhalt a ſon obtain, 
Who over all the realm of Troy ſhall reigg; 
From whom, a race of monaxcbs-ſhall deſcend, 
And whoſe poſterity ſhall know no end, 
To him thou ſhalt the name Aneas give, 

As one, for whoſe conception I muſt grieve, 

fr” as I think, be to ęxiſt began e 
rom my conjunction with à mortal man, 


But Trey, of all the habitable earth, 


- To a ſuperior race of men gives hirth; 


Producing heroes of th #thereal kind, 
And next reſembling gods in form and mind, 


- 
- 


| By this paſſage, iz mod 
ſem as if the etymologiſts had erred, who, as N the . Virgil's 
Epie Poem, have derived his name from aniw, to extol, or praiſe ; it ap- 
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From thence, great Jove to azure ſkies eonvey'® 

To hive with go 8, the lovely Ganymede, | 

Where, by BA immortals 7 — „ (ſtrange to ſee!) 

The youth enjoys a bleſs'd eternity. 

In 83 of geld, he ruddy nectar ous 

And Jove 1 1 in his unbended hours. 

Lon 9010 the king, his fire, his abſence mourn, 

Doubrful, by whom, or where the boy was born t 

l jove at eng, in pity of his grief, 

Diſpatch'd * Argicides to his relief ; | 

And more with gifts to pacrfy his mind, 94 

He ſent him horſes of a denke kind, 21 

Whoſe feet outſtript in ſ » eed the rapid "wind. 

Charging withal ſwift Hermes to relate 

The youth's advancement to à heay'nly ſtate 

Where, all his hours are paſt ih circling joy, 

Which age can ne'er decay, nor death deſtroy. 

Now, when this Embaſſy the king receives, 

No more for abſent Ganymede he grieves ; 

The pleafing news his aged heartreviv 

And with delight his ſwift-heel'd ſteeds he drives. 


+ Bat when the polden-throw'd Aurora made 
Tithonus partner of her roſy bed, 
Tithonas too was of the Trojan line, 
eſembling gods in face and form divine} 
For him fthe ſtrait the thunderer addreſs' d, | 


That with perpetual life ke might be bleſs'd : 

ou heard her pray'r, and granted her requeſt. 
ut ah! how raſh was the, io indiſereet! 

The moſt material bleffin to W - 0 

Neglecting, or not thinkir to provide, 

That length of days might be with ftrength tupply'a; - 

And to her lover's endleſs Hife, 

An endleſs youth, incapable of age. 

But hear what fate befel this heav* Aly fainz 

In gold enthron'd, the brighteſt child of air. 

Tithonus, while of K youth poſſeſs d, 

Is by Aurora with delight careſs“ d; 

Dear to her arms, he i in her court reſides, 


Beyond the verge of earth, and ocean's utinof tides, 


© Th js af rp en fs elle, — 


#1 


0% But, 
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But, when ſhe ſaw grey hairs begin to ſpread, 
Deform his beard, and diſadorn his head, 
The goddeſs cold in her embraces grew, 
His arms declin'd, and from bis bed withdrew ; 
Yet ftill a kind of nutſing care the ſhow'd, 
And food ambroftal, and rich cloaths beftow'd : 
But when of age he felt the ſad extreme, 
And ev'ry nerve was ſhrunk, and limb was lame, 
Lock d in a room her uſeleſs ſpouſe ſhe left, 
Of youth, of vigour, and of voice bereft *. 
On terms like theſe, I never can deſire 
Thou ſhouldſt to immortality aſpire. 


m— thou — as now thou art, remain, 
T rength, t uty, outh retain 
Could thou — ever his my —_——— prove, . 
I might live happy 1 in thy endleſt love; 

Nor ſhould I &er have cauſe to dread the day, 
When I muſt mourn thy loſs and life's decay. 

But thou, alas ! too ſoon and ſure muſt bend 
Beneath the woes which painful age attend; 
Inexorable age! whoſe wretched fate 

All mortals d, and all immortals hate. 


Now, know, I alſo muſt tion ſhare, 
And for thy ſake reproach and ſhame muſt bear, 
or I, who heretofore in chains of love, 
| Could captivate the minds of gods above, 
nd force em, by my all-ſubduing charms, 
To figh and languifh in a woman's atm: 
Muſt now no more that-pow'r ſu rior boaſt, 
br tax with weakneſs — celeſtial _— 
Since I myſelf, chis dear amends have made, 
And am at laſt by my own arts betray 'd. 


- my 


Erxring like wem, with appetite Jepray'd, 
This ho hour, by thee, I have a ſon conceiv'd ; 
Whom hid Wasach my zone, I muſt concval, 
"Till time his being and my ſhame reveal. 


Him ſhall the n ymphs who theſe fair woods adorn 
In their deep boſoita nurſe, as ſoon ag born: 5 


— was feigned, at length, to bare been tone imo. x grais- 
£ They 
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They nor of mortal nor immortal ſeed. | 

Are ſaid to ſpring, yet en Ambroſia feed, 

And * long they live; and oft' in chorus join 

With gods and goddeſſes in dance divine. | 

Theſe the + Silent court; theſe Hermes loves, 

And their embraces ſeeks in ſhady groves, 

Their origin and birth theſe nymphs deduce : 

From common parent earth's prolific juice: baſh 

With lofty firs which grace the mountain's brow, + 

Or ample-fpreading'oaks, at once they grow; | 

All have their trees allotted to their care 

Whoſe growth, duration and decreaſe they ſhare. 

But holy are theſe groves by mortals held, 

And therefore, by the ax are never feld. 

But when the fate of ſome fair tree draws nigh, 

It firſt appears to oy and then grows dry; 

The bark to crack and perith, next is ſeen; | 

And laſt the boughs it ſheds, no longer green: 

And thus the nymphs expire by like degrees, 

And live and die'comval with their trees. 

PR... 8 there — * Dryades, and the H ades 3 
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Theſe gentle nymphs, by my perſuaſion won 
Shall in their ſweet receſſes nurſe my ſon ' 
And when his cheeks with youth's firſt bluſhes glow, 
To thee the tacred maids the boy ſhall ſhow. 


More to inſtruct thee, when five years ſhall end, 

I will again to viſit thee deſcend, 

Bringing thy beauteous ſon to charm thy fight, 
Whoſe godlike form ſhall fill thee with delight; 
Him will I leave thenceforward. to thy care, 

And will that with him thou to Troy repair : 
There, if enquiry ſhall be made, to know 

To whom thou doſt ſo bright an offspring owe; 
Be ſure, thou nothing of the truth detect, 

But ready anſwer make as I direQ. 

Say of a ſylvan nymph the fair youth came, 

And Calycopis call his mother's name. 

For ſhouldſt thou boaſt the truth, and madly own 
That thou in bliſs hadſt Cytherea known, | 

Jove would his anger pour upon thy head, 

And with avenging thunder ſtrike thee dead. 
Now all is told thee, and juſt caution giv'n, 
Be ſecret thou, and dread the wrath of Heav'n. 


She ſaid, and ſudden ſoar'd above his fight, 
Cutting thro? liquid air her heav'nward flight. 


All hail, bright Cyprian queen! thee firſt I praiſe; 
Then, to ſome other pow'r transfer my lays. 
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WILLIAM CONGREVE, Eſq; was deſcended 
from the ancient family of the Congreves, of 
Congreve in Staffordſhire, his father being ſecond 
ſon, to Richard Congreve, of that place.—Some Au- 
thors, and in particular Sir James Ware, contend for 
his having been born in Ireland; but as Jacob, who 
was particularly acquainted with him, and who in his 
Preface acknowledges his obligations to Mr. Con- 
greve for his communication of what related to himſelf, 
has abſolutely eontradicted that report, I ſhall on his 
authority, which I conſider to be the ſame as Mr. Con- 
greve's own, fix the ſpot of his nativity at a place 
called Bardſa, not far from Leeds in Yorkſhire, be- 
ing part of the eſtate of Sir John Lewis, his great- 
uncle by his mother's ſide.—It is certain, however, 
that he went over to that kingdom very young—for 
his father being only a younger brother, and provided 
for 1n the army by a commiſſion on the Iriſh eftabliſh- 
Vor. II. 2 ment, 
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ment, was compelled to undertake a journey thither 
in conſequence of his command ; which he afterwards 
parted with, to accept of the management of a conſi- 
derable eſtate belonging to the Burlington family, 
which fixed his reſidence there. However, though he 
ſaffered this ſon to receive his firſt tincture of letters 
in the great ſchool at Kilkenny, and afterwards to 
compleat his claffical learning under the direction of 
Dr. Aſh, in the Univerſity of Dublin; yet, being 
defirous that his ſtudies ſhould be directed to profit as 
well as improvement, he ſent him over to England 
ſoon after the Reyolution, and placed him as a ftu- 
dent in the Temple. The dry, plodding ſtudy of the 
law, however, was by no means ſuitable to the ſpright- 
ly volatile genius of Mr. Congreve ; ; and therefore, 
though he did not want application in thoſe ſtudies to 
which his genius led him, yet he did not even attempt 
to make any proficiency in a ſervice which he was 
probably: conſcious he ſhould make no figure i in, Ex- 
cellence and perfection were what, it is apparent, he 
laid it down. as his principle, from the very firſt, to 
make it bis aim the acquiring; for in the very ear- 
lieft exertion of his genius, anda very early one indeed 
it Was, Viz, his Novel, called Love and Duty reconciled, 
written when he was not above ſeventeen years of age, 
he had not only endeayourcd at, but indeed ſucceeded 
in, the preſenting to che world not a meer Novel ac- 
cording to the taſte, and faſhion; then prevailing, but a. 
piece, which ſhould point out, and, be in itſelf. a model 
of, what Novels ought to be. And though this can- 
not itſelf, be called with propriety. a, dramatic. work, 
yet he has ſo ſtrictiy adbered to dramatic. rules in the 
compoſition of it, that his arriving at ſo great a de- 
oo of perfection in the regular Drama, in ſo ſhort 

e uproar, is hardly to be wondered at—His 
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firſt play was the 6% Bachelor, and was the amuſe- 


nent of ſome leiſure hours during a {low recover: 
from a fit of. illneſs, ſoon after his return to Eagland, 
and was in itſelf {6 perfect, that Mr. Dryden, on its 
being ſhewrt to him, declared he had never in his life 
ſeen ſuck a firſt play; and that great poet having, in 
conjunction with Mr. Southerne and Arthur Vn 
warihg, Efa; given it a flight revifal, Dr. Dave- 
nant, who was the Manager of Drury-lane Theatre, 
and was delighted both with the piece and its Author, 
brought it on the tage in 1693, where it met with 
fuch univerſal approbation, du Nr, Congreve, tho? 
he was hut nineteen years of age at the time of his 
writing it, became now conſidered as a prop to the 
declining ftage, and a rifing genius in | APN 


THe next year he produced the Diuble Healer, 
which, for what reaſon however I know not, did 
not meet with {6 much fücceſs as the former. The 
merit of his firſt play, however, had obtained him 
the favour and patronage of Lord Halifax, and 
ſorhe' peculiar marks of diſtinction from Queen Mary, 
6n whoſe death, which happened in the. clofe of this 
year, he wrote à very elegant Elegiac Paſtoral. 


In 169g, when Betterton opened the new houſg 
in Lintola's-Inn-Fields, Mr. Copgreve joining with 
him, gave him his Comedy of Love for Laue; with 
which the company . opened their campaign, and 
which met with ſuch ſueceſs, chat they immediate- 
Iy offered the Author a ſhare in the management 
of the houſe, on condition of his furniſhing them 
with one Play yearly, This offer he accepted of ; 
but whether through indolence, or that correctneſs 
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which he looked on as neceflary to his Works, his 
| Mourning Bride did not come out till 1697, nor his 
Way of the Werld till two years after that. The in- 
different ſucceſs this laſt· mentioned Play, though an 


exceeding good one, met from the public, compleated 
that diſguſt to the Theatre, which a long conteſt with 
Jeremy Collier, who had attacked the immoralities of 
the Engliſh ſtage, and more eſpecially ſome of his 
pieces, had begun; and he determined never more to 
write for the ſtage— This reſolution he punctually 
kept, and Mr. Dennis's obſervation on that point will, 
I am afraid, be found but too true, when he ſaid, 
cc that Mr. 'Congreve quitted the ſtage early, and that 
« Comedy left it with him.” Vet, though he quitted 
Aramatic writing, he did not lay down the pen entire- 
ly ; but occafionally wrote many little pieces both in 
proſe and verſe, all of which ſtand on the records of 
literary Fame. 


Ix is very poſſible, however, that he ike not ſo 
ſoon have given way to this diſguſt, had not the eafi- 
neſs of his circumſtances rendered any ſubſervience to 
the opinions and caprice of the Town abſolutely un- 
neceſſary to him. For his abilities having very early 
in life raiſed him to the acquaintance of the Earl of 
Halifax, who was then the Mzcenas of the age, that 
nobleman, defirous of raifing ſo promiſing a genius 
above the neceflity of too haſty productions, made 
him one of the commiſſioners for licenſing hackney- 
coaches, or, according to Coxeter, a commiſſioner of 
the Wine Licence. He ſoon after beſtowed on him a 
place in the Pipe-office ; and not long after that, gave 


him a poſt in the Cuſtoms,” worth fix hundred 1 
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Is 8 1718, he was appointed Secretary of 
Jamaica, ſo that, with all together, his income to- 
wards the latter part of his life was upwards of twelve 
hundred pounds a year. Thus raiſed above depend-— 
ance, it is no wonder he would no longer render him- 
ſelf ſubje&. to the capricious cenſures of impotent 
Critics. And had his poetical, father, Mr. Dryden, 
ever been raiſed to the ſame circumſtances, it is pro- 
bable that his A fer Love would not now have been 
eſteemed the beſt, of his dramatic pieces, nor would he 
have been compelled for a bars livelihood to the. drud - 
gery of producing four Plays in a ſpace of time ſcares 
more than ſufficient for forming the Plot of one. 
10. ; 20018 
Bor to return to Congreve.—The een part of 
the laſt twenty years of his life) was ſpent in eaſe and 
retirement, and he either did mot, or affected not. to 
give himſelf any trouble about reputation Vet ſome 
part of that conduct might proceed from a degree of 
pride. T. Cibber, in his Lives of the Poets, vol. ãv. pa - 
relates an anecdote of him, which I cannot properly 
omit here: When the celebrated Voltaire, ſays he, 
« was in England, he waited upon Congreve, and 
<« paſſed him ſome compliments as to the reputation and 
<< merit of his Works—Congreve thanked him, but at 
c the ſame time told thatingenious foreigner, hedid not 
« chuſe to be conſidered as an Author, but only as a private 
« Gentleman, and in that light expected to be viſited, — 
c Voltaire anſwered, That if he bad never been any thing 
« but @ private Gentleman, in all probability he had never 


© been troubled with that viſit.— And obſerves in his own 


10 account of the tranſaction, that he was not a little 
„ diſguſted with ſo unſeaſonable a piece of vanity.” 
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+» Towxnps the cloſe of his life he was much afffict- 
ed with the gout; and making a tout to Bath, ſor che 
| benefit of che waters, was unfortunatdy overturned 
i his chariot, by which it is ſuppoſed he got ſome in- 
ward : bruiſe; - 26 he ever after complained of a pain 
i his fide 57 and on bis return to London, continued 
Sdually declining in bis health, till the 29th of Ja. 
muary, 1749, when he died, $7; at his houſe in 
in the Strand; on the 26th follow- 
ing was buried in Weſtuinſter - abbey, the pall being 
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